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| Which is the- Man? l 


ACT I SCENE 1 
A Drowbit Room. | 
Knack at the Door. 
A Boy croſſes the Stage; Mrs. Johnſon, W 


Mrs. Johnſas 


H ERE, Betty, Dick ,——don' t you ſee my Lord 
Sparkle's carriage! ; I ſhall have my lodgers diſturb'd 
with their thundering.— What in the name of won- 
der can bring him here at this time in the morning, 
— Here he comes looking like a rake as he is. 


Enter Lord Sparkle yawning. 


Lord S. Bid 'em turn, I ſhan'tf\ſtay a moment— 
So, Mrs. Johnſon I pull'd the firing, Jail to enquire 
how your Sylvans go on, 

Mrs. J. As uſual my Lord, but bleſs me how. 
early your Lordſhip is. 

Lnd S. How late you mean—l have not been in 
bed fince yeſterday at one—I am going home now 
to reſt for an hour or two, and then to the drawing 


room; — but 'prithee, what are the two ruſticss 
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about have not been plagued with them theſe three 
or four days. | 

Mrs. J. They are out. | 

Lord $. I know that, or I ſhould not have call'd 
. —but do they talk of returning to their native woods 
again ? | | 

Mrs. J. Oh, no Sir, —the young gentleman ſeems 
to have very different ideas Miſs too, has great 
ſpiritt——tho? the ſeems now and then at a loſs 
what to do with herſelf. 0 

Lord S. Do with herſel. Why don't you per- 
ſuade her to go back to Cornwall? — ou ſhould 
tell them what a vile place London is, full of ſnares, 
debaucheries and witcherafts - hy don't you preach 
to'm Johnſon ? 

Mrs. J. Indeed, I do my Lord, and her con- 
ſtant anſwer is, Oh! my lord Sparkle is our friend, 
—lord Sparkle would take it amiſs, if we ſhou'd go, 
—'twould look like diſtruſting his lordſhip. 

Lord S. Was ever man ſo hamper'd two fools ! 
to miſtake common forms and civilities for attach- 
ments. 

Mrs. J. I fear my lord,. towards the young lady, 
ſomething more than forms. { 

Lord S. Never upon my honour—I kiſs'd her, ſo 
T did all the young and old women in the pariſh, the 
ſeptennial ceremony—the brother I us'd to drink vile 
Port with, liſten to his village ſtories, call his vulga- 
rity wit, and his impudence, ſpirit, was not that 
fatigue and mortification enough, but I muſt He 
boored with them here in town? 

Mrs. J. But Mis talks, Sir, of preſſing invitati- 
ons and letters. Ws 

Lord S. Things in courſe, they had influence, and 
got me the borough l in return, ſaid ſhe was the 
moſt charming girl in the world, that I ador'd her 
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and ſome few things, that every body ſays on ſuch 
occaſions, and nobody thinks of. | 
Mr.. J. But it appears that Miſs did think. 

Lord. 8. Ves faith, —and on my writing a civil 
note, that I ſhould be happy to ſee them in town, 
and, fo on, which I meant to have ſuſpended our 


acquaintance till the general election, they took me 
at my werd, ſo before I thought the letter had 


reach'd them, they were in my houſe, — all joy and 
congratulation, I did'nt chooſe to be encumber'd 
with them, ſo plac'd them with you. The boy was at 
firſt amuſing—but our circles had' him, and I muſt 
be rid of him. | | 

Mrs. J. I muſt fay, I wiſh I was quit of 'em at 
preſent, for my conſtant lodger, Mr. Belville came 
to town laſt night, and he wants the drawing-room 
to himſelf. He's oblig'd to ſhare it now with Mr. 
Pendragon and his ſiſter. r NE 

Lord S. Hey! Belville Gad that's lucky, there's 


not a fellow in town, better received by the women, 


throw the girl in his way and get rid of her at 


once. 
Mrs. J. If you mean diſhoneſtly my lord, you 
have miſtaken your perſon; I did not live ſo many 


years with your good mother, to. be capable of ſuch 


a thing—ah my lord! if my lady were living 


Lird S. She wou'd ſcold to little purpoſe I tell 


you I care nothing about the girl—lI merely want to 
get rid of her, and you-muſt aſfiſt me? [ Mrs. John- 
ſon turns away in diſguſt] hey day! the nicety of your 
ladyſhip's honour is piqu'd, Ha, ha, ha the miſ- 
treſs of a lodging-houſe, bien droit, Ha, ha, ha, 


Exit Mrs. Johnſon. 


But who is this hobbling up ſtairs? ha! Old Cato the 


Cenſor, my honourable Couſin—what the devil ſhall © | 
I do, no avoiding him. (Enter Fitzherbert) | win 
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] had been out of the houſe, before you appeared, 
I know I ſhall not eſcape without ſome abuſe. 

Fitz. I never throw away reproof, where there 
are no hopes of amendment.——Your lordſhip is 
fate. \ 

Lord S. Poſitively my dear coz, you muſt give 
me, more of the felicity of your converſation z 1 
want you to teach me ſome of that happy eaſe which 
you poſſeſs in your rudeneſs, *twou'd be to me an 
acquiſition, I am eternally getting into the moſt 
 turrid ſcrapes, — merely by politeneſs and pood- 
breeding—here are two perſons now in this houic tor 
inſtance. | | 

Fitz. Who does not know that the language of 
what you call politeneſs, differs from truth and ho- 
nour, — you ſee, I know thoſe to whom you allude,— 
But we only loſe time, good day my lord. 

Und S. Loſe time, —ha, ha, ha,—why of what 
value can time be to you? the greateſt enemy you 
have, adding every day to your age and ill- nature, — 
I'll prove to you now; that I have employed the laſt 
twelve, hours, to better purpoſe than you have 
nine of them you have ſlept away—— the laſt three, 
you have been running about town, ſnarling and 
making people uneaſy with themſelves, whilſt I have 
been fitting peaceably at Brookes's——= where I have 
won gueſs what ? f 

Titz. Half as much as you loſt yeſterday, a thou- 
ſand, or two guineas perhaps. | 

Lord S. Guineas! poh! you are jeſting—gurneas 
are as ſcarce with us, as in the coffers of the Con- 
1 — them, we ſtake with counters, and play 
or ſolid carth. 

Fitz. (Impatiently) Well! 

Ford S. Bullion is a mercantile kind of wealth, 
paſling thro the hands of dry falters, vinegar mer- 
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chants, and lord-mayors,—our goddeſs holds a cor- 
nucopia, inſtead of a purſe, from which ſhe pours 
corn-fields, fruitful vallies, and rich herds, -— this 
morning ſhe pop'd into my dice-box a ſnug villa. — 


500 acres arable and paſture, with the next preſen- 


tation to the living of Guzzleton. | 
Vita. A Church-living in a dice-box !—well, well! 
I ſuppoſe it will be beftowed as worthily as it was 
gain'd._—— Good day my lord, — good day, (turns 
from hum.) | = | 
Lord S. Good night Crabtree--—good night. (Ge- 
ng off.) 


Enter a Servant. 


Tell Eelville, I call'd to congratulate his eſcape 
fron: the ſtupid country. — (gong.) 

Fitz. My Lord? 

Lund S. Sir? : 3 

Fitz. I am going this morning to viſit lady Bell 
Bloomer——l give you this intimation, that we may 
not riſk another rencounter. | 

Lord S. Civily deſigned ——and for the ſame 
lite reaſon, 1 inform you, that I ſhall be there, in 


the evening. [Exit Lord Sparkle. 


Fitz. Your maſter in bed yet? what time was he 


in town yeſterday ? 
Serv. Late we ſhou'd have been earlier but we 
met with Sir Hairbrain on the road with his new Fox 


hounds; fell in with the hunt near Bagſhot, where 


they. broke cover, ran the firſt burſt acroſs the 
Heath, towards Datchett 
an end for Egham, after that ſunk the wind upon us, 
as far as Staines, where Reynard took the road to 
Oxford, and we the road to town. (Bowrng.) 


the Fox then took right 


* 
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Fitz. Very geographical indeed, Sir now pray 
inform your maſter — Oh, here he comes. 


© * Enter Belville, in a Robe de Chambre. 


Juſt riſen from your pillow ?——are you not aſham'd 
of this ?——a Fox-hunter, and in bed at eleven! 
Belv. My dear, charming, quarrelſome, old friend, 
I am ever in character, in the country, I defy 
fatigue and hardſhip——up before the lazy ſlut Au- 
rora, has put on her pink-celour'd gown to captivate 
the plough-boys, ſcamper over hedge and diich, 


dead with hunger, alight at a cottage—— drink milk 


from the hands of a brown wench, and eat from a 
wooden platter. In town I am a fine gentleman— 
have my hair neatly dreſs'd—my cloaths in the firſt 
taſte—dine on made diſhes, drink Burgundy,----and 
in a word, am every where in ſtyle. | 

Fitz. So much the worſe,—ſo much the worſe, 


young man ; to be in ſtyle as you call it, where vice 


and folly are the ruling deities; proves that you muſt 
be ſometimes a fool,—at others a N 

Belv. Pſha! you ſatyriſts, lixæe moles, ſhut your 
eyes to the light, and grope about for the dark ſide 
of the human character. There is a great deal of 
good ſenſe and good meaning in the world. As for 
its follies—I think folly a mighty pleaſant thing; at 
leaſt to play the fool gracefully, requires more talents, 


than would ſet up a dozen Cynics. 


Fitz. Then half the people I know muſt have 
wonderful talents, for they have been playing the 
fool from ſixteen to fixty,—-apropos !-—1 found my 


excellent kinſman, lord Sparkle here. 


Belv. Ay there's an inſtance, of the happy effects 
of total indifference, to the ſage maxims you recom- 
mend. 
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Nit. Happy effects do you call them ? T7 

Bebv. Moſt triumphant !-—who ſo much admired ? 
who ſo much the faſhion? the general favourite of 
the ladies, - and the common object of imitation with 
the men Is not lord Sparkle the happy. man, who 
is to carry off, the rich and charming widow, lady 
Bell Bloomer from ſo many rivals? and will not you 
after quarrelling with him, half your life time, leave 
him a fine eſtate at your death? 

Fitz. No, no, I tell you no. 

Balu. Nay, his ſucceſs with the widow is certain, 

he boaſts his triumph every where, and as ſhe is ſuch 
a favorite of yours, every thing elſe will follow. 
_ Fitz. No, for if ſhe marries Sparkle, ſhe will be 
no longer a favorite—yet ſhe receives him with a de- 
gree of diſtinction, that ſometimes puzzles me—for 
we frequently ſee women of accampliſhments and 
beauty, to which every heart yields homage; throw 
themſelves into the arms of the debauched, the filly 
and the vain. | 

Belv. You are too ſerious. | 

Fitz. Not at all, moderate talents can never be 
ridiculous, or contemptible, whilſt purſuing virtue 
in her plaineſt forms, and fulfilling the duties of an 
honeſt man. But in him, rank and fortune, ſerve 
only, to expoſe the native barrenneſs of his mind, 
and no man can be at a loſs to know, that he wants 
talents, as well as virtues, when his purſuits lead him 
into meaſures, which degrade his ſituation and cha- 
racter. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Mr. Beauchamp. Exit. 
Fitz. I expected him to call on you this morning, 
you muſt obtain his confidence; it will aſſiſt me in 
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my defigns—when I found myſelf diſappointed in 
my hopes of his lordſhip; I ſelected Beauchamp 
from the younger branches of my family—He has 
been educated on a plan of my ovn, but of this he 
knows nothing, he Rinke himſelf under high obliga- 
tions to the patronage of lord Sparkle, an error in 
which I wiſh him to continue, as it will give me an 
opportunity of proving them both but here he 
comes, this way---I can avoid him. 


[Exit Tit. 


Enter Beauchamp in Regimentuls. | 


Belv. What ſpirit has ſeized thee now? when I 
ſaw thee laſt, I tkaught thou wer't devoted to the 
grave profeſſions of the law, or the church, and ex- 
pected to ſee thee envelop'd in wig, wrangling at the 
bar, or ſeated in a fat benefice, receiving ty the-pigs 
and poultry ! 

Beau. Thoſe were my ſchool deſigns, but the fire 
of youth gave me ardors of a different tort ; (the vani- 
ty of rivalling Demoſthenes) and I felt, that whilſt my 
country was ſtruggling amidſt ſurrounding foes, I 
ought not devote a life to learn'd indolence that 
might be gloriouſly hazarded in her defence. 

Belv. 1 ſhan't give you credit now, for that fine 
flouriſh ; this ſudden ardor, © for the pride, pomp, 
and circumſtance of glorious war.” I dare ſwear 
this heroic ſpirit, ſprings from the whim of ſome 
fine lady, who fancied vou wou'd be a ſmarter fel- 
low, in a cockade and gorget, than in a ſtiff band 
and periwig. 

Beau. If your inſinuations mean, that my heart 
has not been inſen{1t-!2 to the charms of ſome fine 
lady, you are right, but my transformation is ow- 
ing to no whim of hers—for, Oh! Charles, ſhe 
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never yet candeſcended to make me the object of 
her thoughts. Cy . 

Belv. Modeſt too! Aye you were right to give 
up the law—but who pray, may this exalted fair 
one be, who never condeſcended ? 


Beau. I never ſuffer my lips to wanton with the 


charming ſounds, that form her name. I have a 


kind of miſerly felicify in gloating on her dear idea, 


that would be impaired, ſhould it be known to exiſt 
in my heart. 

Belv. Ha, ha, ha, who can this nymph be? Who 
has inſpired ſo obſolete a paſſion ! In the days of 
Chivalry, it would have been the Ton. 

Beau. I will gratify you thus far—The lady, has 


beauty, wit, and ſpiit,—but above all a mind— — 


Is it poſſible, Charles to love a Woman without a 
mind? 

Belv. Has ſhe a mind for you? that is the moſt 
important queſtion. 

Beau. I dare not feed my paſſion, with fo preſump- 
tious a hope—Yef I would not extinguiſh it if I 
could. Mine is not a love which tempts me into 
corners, to wear out my days in complaints | 


it 
prompts me to uſe them for the moſt important 
purpoſes ; the ardor it gives me, ſhall be felt in the 
lands of our enemies, they ſhall know, how well I 
love. | 

Belv. Poh. you are five hundred years too late; 
this is the kiad of paſſion that animated our fore-fa- 
thers in the days of Creſſy and Poictiers. Our mo- 


dern love, is of a different kind, it prompts us to 


the mighty deeds of drinking deep toaſts, breaking 


glaſſes, and ſcribbling ſonnets. But you are too hum- - 


ble, for not to wound your ſerious modeſty, on a more 
obvious ſubject— Tour —_— yau know is noble. 
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Beau. True, but my birth, and a few hundreds 
for my education, were the ſole patrimony the im- 
prudence of my father, left me, my relation lord 
Sparkle, procured me a commiſſion ; generouſly to 
offer that, and a knapſack to a lady of three thou- 
ſand a year, would be properly anſwered by a con- 
temptuous diſmiſſion. : 3% 

| Belv. But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhould take a fancy to 
your knapſack ? ; 

Beau. That would reduce me to the neceſſity of 
depriving myſelf of a happineſs, I would die to 
obtain—for never can I ſubmit to be quartered on 
a lady's fortune, whilſt I have a ſword to carve ſub- 
ſiſtence for myſelf. 8 

Belv. That may be in the great ſtile—but *tis 
ſcarcely in the politic. Will you take Chocolate in 
my dreſſing room? and ſtop the remainder of the 
day with me? | 

_—_ No—1m going to take orders at my Colo- 
nels. | 

Belv. Well! I'll commit myſelf to chance for the 
remainder of the day, and ſhall finiſh it, as ſhe de- 


- cides. [Exeunt. 
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SCENT. 
Clarinda's Houſe. 


Enter Clarinda, reading a Catalogue, |, ollowed by 
Tiffany. 


Car. Poor lady Squander! So Chriſtie has got her 


Jewels and furniture at laſt -I muſt go to the ſale, 


mark that Dreſden ſervice and the Pearls (gives the 
Catalogue to the maid) It muſt be a great comfort to 
her, to ſee her jewels worn by her friends. Who 
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was here laſt night? ( fitting down and taking ſome 
cards from the table) came home fo late I 1105 
to enquire— Mrs. Jeſſamy, Lady Racket, Miſs 


Belvair, Lord Sparkle,” (farting up) Oh! Heavens 


and earth! what poſſeſſed me to go to lady Prices! 


I wiſh ſhe, and her concert of three fiddles and a 
flute, had been playing to her kids on the Welch 
mountains. Why did you perſuade me to go out 


laſt night? 
1 5 Dear ma' am you ſcem fo low ſpirited, that 
thought 

Char. I miſſed him every where,—at four places, 
he was juſt gone, as I came in. But what does is 
ſignify ? Twas lady Bell Bloomer he was ſeeking I 
dare {wear——his attachment. to the relict, is every 
where the ſubje&t—hang thaſe widows. I really be- 
lieve there's ſometling cabaliſtical in their names 
no leſs than fourteen fine young fellows of fortune, 
have been drawn into the matrimonial nooſe, by 
them, ſince laſt February. 'Tis well they were 
threatened with impriſonment, or we ſhould not have 
had an unmarried infant above ſeventeen, between. 
Charing-Croſs and Portman-ſquare. 

Tiff. Well, J am ſure I wiſh lady Bell was. mar- 
ried—ſhe's always putting you out of temper.” 

(Jar. Have I not cauſe? *till ſhe broke in. upon 
the town--I was the top of the faſhion—you know 
Iwas—my T1reſs, my equipage, my furniture, and 
my ſelf were he criterions of taſte, but a new French 
chambermaid, enabled her lady ſhip, at one ſtroke 
to turn the tide againſt me. 

Tiff. Ay, I don't know what thoſe mademoi- 
ſſelles 

Car. But Tiffany, ſhe's to be at court to day 
out of mourning for the 8 time l am rev 
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to be there no I won't go neither, now I think on't 
If ſhe ſhould really outſhine me, her triumph will 
be encreaſed, by my being witneſs to it—no I won't 

o to St, James's, but I'll go to her route this even- 
ing, and if *tis poſſible prevent lord Sparkle's being 

articular to her perhaps that will put her in an 
ill humour, and then the advantage will be on my 
fide. | - 
Tiff. Mercy on us! to be chambermaid to a mils, 
on the brink of thirty, requires as good politics, as 
being miniſter of ftate——Now if ſhe ſhould not 
riſe from her toilet quite in looks to day, or if the 
deſertion of a lover, or the victory of a rival ſhould 
happen, ten to one, but I ſhall be forced to reſign, 
without even a penſion to retire on. Exit. 
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An elegant Apartment at lady Bell Ploomer's. 
Enter Julia. 
Julia. 


R | 
Wy AT an invaluable treaſure! Theſe dear 
letters, that have lain within the frigid walls of a 
convent, inſenſible, and unintereſting to every one 
around 'em contain to me a worldj of happineſs, 
if he is in England, how little he ſuſpects I too am 


here. 
Enter Kitty. 

Kitty. Mr. Fitzherbert ma'am will be here imme- 
diately. | 
Jul. Mr. Fitzherbert | very well. Has lady Bell 
finiſhed dreſſing yet? 

Kiuy No madam, Mr. Crape, the hair dreſſer, 
has beci: with her theſe three hours, and her maid is 
rungiſig here and there—and Mr. John, flying about 
to milliners and perfumers, and the new vis a vis, 
at the door, to carry her ladyſhip to court. Every 
thing black varniſhed, and the new liveries come 
down, ſhining with. filver—and the moment ſhe's 
gone out, every body will be in ſuch a delightful 


hurry, about the route that her ladyſhip, is to give 
this evening? 


a; 
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Jul. Ha, ha, ha,—prythee ſtop—1 can't wonder 
if lady Bell ſhould be ſo tranſported, at dropping her 
weeds——for it ſeems to have turned the heads of 
the whole family. 5 

Kitty. Oh, dear ma' am, to be ſure—for now we 
ſhall be ſo gay lady Bell has ſuch fine ſpirits and 
*tis well ſhe las, for the ſervants tell me, their maſ- 


ter would have broke her heart elſe they all adore 


her—T wiſh you was a little gayer ma' am, ſome- 
how we are ſo dull, 'tis a wonder, ſo young and ſo 


Jul. Don't run into impertinence—]I have neither 
the taſte nor talents for public life, that lady Bell 
Bloomer has. 1 

Kitty. Laws ma' am tis all uſc—You are always at 
home —but lady Bell knows, that wit and a fine 
perſon are not given for a fire- ſide at home (Draw- 
ling) ſhe ſhines every evening in half” a dozen pa- 
riſhes, and the next morning we have ſtanza's in the 


| Bevy of beauties, and ſonnets and billet doux, and 


all the fine things, that ladies are ſo fond of. 

Jul. I can bear your freedom no longer, carry 
theſe flowers with my compliments, an! tell her la- 
dyfhip I ſent to Richmond for them. as I know her 


' fondneſs for natural bouquets—-ana hid Harry deny 
me to every body this morning. except Mr. Fitz- 


herbert. [Exit Kitty. 


Enter Fitzherbert. 


Fitz. Happily excepted my dear ward—but I ſup- 
poſe you heard my ſtep, and threw in my name, 
for a douceur—l can hardly believe, that when you 
ſhut your doors on youth and flattery, you would 
open them to a croſs old man, who ſeldom enterta in 


you with any thing but your faults. 
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Jul. How! you miſtake Sir! you are the greateſt 
flatterer - your whole conduct flatters'me with eſteem 
and love, and as you do not. ſquander theſe thing. 


Fitz. There I muſt correct you—lT do ſquander” 


them on a few objects indeed—and they are pro- 
portionably warmer Where is lady Bell? 

Jul. Yet at her toilet, I believe. 

Biz. When you returned from France, I pre- 
vailed on her to allow you her ſociety, that you might 
add the poliſh of elegant manners to the graces of 
an elegant mind—Ha ! here ſhe comes—her tongue 
and her heels keeping time — Ty 


Enter Lady Bell. 


Ay, ay, if all the women in the world were 


prating young widows—love and gallantry would 


die away, and our men grow reaſonable and diſ- 
creet, | 

Lady Bell. Oh! you monſter ! but I am in ſuch di- 
vine ſpirits! That all you can ſay can't deſtroy 'em 
—my ſweet Julia, what a bouquet, lady Myrtle will 
expire, ſhe was enveloped in flowers and evergreens 


laſt night, that ſhe looked like the picture of fair 


Roſamond in the bower. My dear Fitzherbert, do 


you know we dined veſterday in H ll- ſtreet, and had 


the fortitude to halt ul eleven. 

Jul. I was tir'd to death with the fatiguing viſit. 

L. Bell. Now I, on the contrary came away with 
a freſh reliſh or ſociety - The perſevering civility of 
Sir Andrew, and the monkiſh inſipidity of his tail 


daughter, ate like Olives, ou cannot endure them 


on your palate, but they heighten the guſto of your 


Tokay. 


LL 
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Fitz. Then I adviſe your ladyſhip to ſerve up 
Sir Andrew, and his daughter, at your next enter- 
tainment. | l 

L. Bell. So I would—only one cannot remove them 
with the deſert ? But how do you like me ? Did you 
ever ſee ſo delightful a head! Don't you think I 
ſhall make a thouſand conqueſts to day. 

Fitz. Doubtleſs! if you meet with ſo many cox- 
combs—but pray, which of thoſe, you have already 
made, will be moſt flattered by all the gay inſignia 
of your liberty. 

L. Bell. Probably he who it leaſt concerns. 

Jul. Pray tell us, which is that? 

L. Bell. Oh heavens! to anſwer that requires more 
reflection than I have ever given the ſubject. 

Ful. Should you build a temple to your lovers, I 
ſancy lord Sparkle would have the place of ':onour. 

L. Bell. Oh! lord Sparkle! who can reſiſt the 
gay, the elegant, the all conquering lord Sparkle— 
the moſt diſtinguiſhed feather in the plume of fa- 
ſhion without that barbarous ſtrength of mind, 
which gives importance to virtues, or vices; brilliant, 
becauſe he's of the club at Brooke's, and uſes his 
borrowed wit, like his borrowed gold as profuſe as 
twere his own ? 

Fitz. Why now this man you underſtand, and ſo 
well receive, as tho' his tinſel was pure gold. 

L. Bell. Ay, to be ſure ! tinſel is juſt as well 
for ſhew, the world is charitable, and accepts. tinſel 
for gold in moſt caſes. x 

Fitz. But in the midſt of all this ſunſhine, of lord 
Sparkle, will you not throw a ray on the ſpirited, 
modeſt Beauchamp. | 

L. Bell. Beauchamp! Oh, he thinks of no miſ- 
treſs but war—but how can I trifle thus (looking as 
her Watch) The moment of triumph is hand ? 
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Fitz. What? 1 

L. Bell. The moment of triumph the moment 
when having ſhewn myſelf, to half the houſes in 
St, George's, I am ſet down at St. James's my fel- 
lows ſtanding at each hand; as I deicend, the whif- 
per flies thro' the crowd Who's ſhe ? who's that fine 
creature? one of the four heireſſes—no—ſhe's a fo- ' 
reign ambaſſadreſs— I aſcend the ſtairs, move ſlowly, 
thro' the rooms, drop my fan, incommede my bou- 
quet, ſtay to adjuſt it, that the little gentry may 
have time to fix their admiration—again move on, 
enter the drawing room throw a flying glance 
round the circle, and ſee nothing but envy in the 
eyes of the women, and a thouſand nameleſs things, 
in thoſe of the men! \ | 

Jul. The very ſoul of giddineſs. 3 

L. Fell. The very ſoul of happineſs! Can I be 
leſ think of a widow juſt emerged from her 
weeds, for a huſhand, to whom her father, not her 
heart united her my jointure elegant 
my figure charming, deny it if you dare 
Pleaſure, fortune, youth, health, all open their ſtores 
before me, whilſt innocence and conſcious honor be 
my handmai1. and guide me fafely thro* the dan- 
gerous ordeal. 

Fitz. To your innocence and conſcious honor, add, 
if you have time, © little prudence, or your centinels 
may be ſurprized afleep, and you reduced to a 
diſgracctu! apitulation. vi 

L. Bell. Ou, J am miſtreſs of my whole fituation, 
and cannot be turprized—but heaven's !.I am loſing 
conqueſts every moment I ſtay, the loves and plea- 
ſures have prepared their roſy garlands my tri- 
umphal car is waiting, and my proud ſteeds neigh- 
ing to be gone — away to victory. JE: | | 

2 EF Ct , [Exit L. Bell. 
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Fitz. Charming ſpirits, Julia! ſhe conceals a fine 
underſtanding under apparent giddineſs, and a moſt 
ſenſible heart, beneath an air of indifference. 

Jul. Yes I believe, her ladyſhip's heart is more 
ſenſible, than ſhe allows to herſelf—I rally her on 
lord Sparkle, but it is Mr. Beauchamp whoſe name, is 


never mentioned, but her cheeks tell ſuch bluſhing 


truths, as ſhe would never forgive me for obſerving. 

Fitz. Upon my word, you ſeem well acquainted 
with your friend's heart, Julia, will you be equally 
ſrark as to your own ? 

Jul. (In great confufiom) Sir! my heart 

Fitz. Yes, will you aſſiſt me in reading. 

Jul. To be ſure, Sir. 

Fitz. Then tell me, if amongſt the painted, pow- 
dered, gilded ::.oths, whom your beauty and fortune 
have allured, is there one=of whom you won ho- 
nour with „our hand. —Aye, take time, I would not 
have you precipitate. 

Jul. (Hefitating.) No Sir, not one. 8 

Fitz. I depend upon your truth, and on that aſſu- 
rance, I inform you that a friend of mine arrived in 
town laſt night, whom I mean this morning to pre- 
ſent to you. | | 

Jul. As a 

Fitz. As a lover who has my warmeſt vibes, that 
he may become your huſband. 

Jul. Do I know the perſon, for whom you are thus 
intereſted, Sir. / 

Fitz. You do not, but I have hade long intimacy 
with him, and it is the geareſt wiſh of my heart to 
ſee him and Julia Manners united. 

Jul. T1 truſt, Sir, you will allow 

Fitz. Be under no apprehenſion! much as I am 
intereſted in this union your inclinations, ſhall be 
attended to am now going to your lover, and ſhall 
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introduce him to you this morning. Come don't look 
fo diſtreſſed child, at the approach of that period, 
which will give you a dignity and character in ſocie- 
ty—the married ſtate, is that, in which your ſex, 
evinces its importance, and where in the intereſting 
circle of dameſtic duties, a waman has room to ex- 


erciſe every virtue, that conſtitute the great and 


the amiable. 4 Ns. [ Exit Fitz. 

Jul. The moment, I ſo much dreaded is arrived 
—How ſhall I reveal to my guardian and lady Bell, 
that I am married—That I have already dared to 
take, upon me thoſe important duties I muſt not re- 
veal it my ſolemn promiſe to my huſband! but 
where is he? Oh! I muſt write to him this moment, 
that I may not be left defenceleſs, to brave the ſtorm 


of offer ed duty and love. [Exit Jul. 


cs 'C ͤ EN 
An Aparment at Belville's. 
Enter Belville followed by a Servant. 


Belv. Let my trunks be packed, the chaiſe be got 


ready by fx O clock, for I ſhall dine at Dover. 
Exit Servt. 


Ente- Fitzherbert. 


Fitz, Ha, juſt in time; I fee you are ready plum'd 
for flight. | | 


Betv. True, but my flight would have been to 


you, impatient to know the cauſe of your ſummon- 

ing me from the Dryades and Hamadryades of Berk- 

ſhire—Your letter reached me, at the inftant I wa: 

ſetting out for Dover in my way to Paris. 
| - Da | 
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Fitz. Paris! | 

Belv. Yes. | 

i Fitz, Poh, poh, ſtay where you are. The great 

bk N between Dover and Calais, is a road deſtruc- 

1 ive to this kingdom—and I wiſh there was toll- 
gates erected on its confines, to reſtrain with a hea- 
vy tax the number of its travellers. 

Belv. I fear the tax would be more generally felt, 
than the benefit, for it would reſtrain not only the 
folly mongers and the faſhion mongers, but the phi- 
loſophic enquirers, and the travelling connoiſſeurs. 

Fitz. So much the better, our modern travellers 
have done more towards deſtroying the ner”es of 
their country, than all the follies of France, their chief 
aim ſeems to eſtabliſh iitfidelity, and to captivate us 
with d luſive views of manners, ſtill more immoral 
and licentious than our own—Hey day! who's this? 
Oh, the Coraiſh lad I ſuppoſe that lord Sparkle has 
placed here. | 

Belv. Yes, an odd being, he was deſigned by na- 
ture for a clod-pole, but the notice of a peer overſet 
the little underſtanding he had—and ſo he commenced 
fine gentleman. He has a ſiſter with him, who ran 
wild. on the commons, 'till her father died—But the 
fancies herſelf a wit, and ſatyrizes young Þ:u1—here 
he comes. 


*8 Enter Pendragon. 


Pen. My dear fellow lodger, I am come to—oh 
your ſervant, Sir, (4 Fitz). is the gentleman a friend 
. of yours. | 
#8 Belv. He ts. 6 | = 

ta Pen. Your hand, Sir, if you are Mr. Belville's 
friend, you are my friend, and we are all friende, |! 
love to make acquaintance. — oY 
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Fitz. A great happineſs ! OA 

Pen. Yes, ſo it is, and very polite too I have 
been in the great world almoſt three weeks, and can 
ſee no difference between the great world, and the 
little world, only that they have no ceremony, fo 
that the mark of good breeding I truſt to hit off. 

Fitz. With ſucceſs. | 

Pen. To convince you of that, I'll tell you a de- 
viliſh good thing—you muſt know-———_  } 

Fitz, Excuſe me now But I'm convinced you 
will amaze me—and I deſire your company at din- 
ner, they'll give you my addreſs below——Mr. Bel- 
ville, I have buſineſs of importance——come along 
wih me, [Exit Fitz. and Belv. 

Hu. Gad, I'm glad, he aſked me to viſit hm —— 


he muſt be a lord, by his want of ceremony Mr. 


Belville, I have buſineſs of Importance and off 
they ge—now in Cornwall, we ſhould. have thought 
that damn'd rude, but tis ealſy—— Mr. Belville, I 
have buſineſs of importance——and all that fort of 
thing. 


Enter Sophy Pendragon meeting him. 


phy. Brother Bobby—brother Bobby. 

en, 1 detire miſs Pendragon, you won't brother 
me at this rate, making one look as if one didn't 
know life How often ſhall I tell you, that it is 
the moſt ungenerous thing in the world; for relations, 
to brother, and father, and couſin one another, and 
all that fort of thing did not get the better of 
my ſhame for three days, when you bawl'd out at 
Launcetown concert, to Mrs. Dobſon aunt, aunt, 


here's room between brother | and I—if couſin Dick 


will fit cloſer to father. 
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Sophy. Lack-a-day ! where's the harm! what do 
you think. one has relations given one to be aſham'd 
of them ? 

Nn. I don't know what they were given us for? 
but I know no young man of faſhion cares for his 
relations. 

Saphy. More ſhame * young men of faſhion —— 
but I aflure you, brother Bobby I. ſhall never give 
in, to any ſuch unnatural new-fangled ways—As for 
you! ſince lord Sparkle took notice of you, you 
are quite another thing—you us'd to rs into the 
E when «father had company, hanging your 

ad like a dead partridge Steal all round the 

room behind their backs, to get a chair th. fit 

down in one corner of it, tying knots or your und- 

kerchief—and if any body drank your health—:iſe 

8b. and ſcrape your foot ſo thank you kindly 
ir 

Pen. (Shaking his fiſt) If you miſs Pendragon 

Sophy. But now when you enter a room, your hat 
is toſſed careleſsly on a table—you paſs the compa- 


ny with half a bend of your body, fling yourſelf in- 


to a chair, throw your legs on another — pray my 
dear Sir, do me the favour to ring for John, to bring 
me lemonade Mr. Plume, has been driving me all the 


morning in Hyde-Park, againſt the wind, and the 
duſt has made my throat mere Plaiſter of Paris. 


Pen. Hang me, if I don't like myſelf better at ſe- 
cond hand than I thought I ſhould. Why, if I do it 
as well as you Sophy, I ſhall ſoon be quite the thing; 
and now I'll give you a bit of advice—As 'tis very 
certain lord Sparkle means to introduce you to high 
life—'tis fitting you ſhould know how to behave. I 
have been amongſt them I can tell you. 

_ W ell!“ | 
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Pen. Why firſt of all—if you ſhould rome into x | 
drawing room and find twenty or thirty people toge- | 
ther in the circle—you are to take not the leaſt notice 
of one of them. | 

Sophy. No! 

Pen. No—The ſervant perhaps will give you a 
chair—if not flide into the neareft—the converſation 
will not be interrupted by your entrance for they 1 
take as little notice of you, as you do of them. K 

Sophy. Pſha! | 

Pen. Then be fure you are equally indifferent, to 
the coming in of others. ſaw poor lady Carmine 
coming in one night dying with confuſion, for the 
vulga and ill-breeding of her friend, who actual- 
ly roſe com her chair at the entrance of a ducheſs. 

Sophy. Be quiet Bobby ——— 

Pen. True, as I am a young man of faſhion—then 
you muſt never let your diſcourſe go beyond one 
word—if any one ſhould happen to take the trouble 
to entertain the company, you muſt throw m charm 
ing !=9dious—capital—never moutit to a phraſe 
unleſs to that dear delightful one oſ—All that ſort of 
thing !——the uſe made of that is wonderful=All | 
that ſort of thing, is an apology for want of wit. 
It is a ſubſtitute for argument—It will ſerve for a 
point of a ſtory, or the fate of a battle—Yes, yes, all 
= ſort of thing, has driven the boar into the fo- 
re 

S1phy. What Boar ? 

Pen. You fool, I don't mean a Pig. 

Sophy. Well then upon going away. 

Pen. Oh, you go away, as you came in, if one 
has a mind to give the lady of the houſe a nod, one 
may, but 'tis ſtill higher breeding to leave her with 
as little ceremony as I do you. 

[Exit Pen. without locking at Fa 


— * 
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Sophy. I wiſh I could be ſure that was the faſhion, 
not to mind forms, I'd go directly and viſit lord Sparkle 
II could tear my eyes out, to think I was abroad 

to day when he came——In all the books I have 

read I never met with a lover ſo careleſs as he is—he 
never comes to ſee me—ſometimes I have a mind to 

treat him with diſdain—And then I recolle& all I 

have read of ladies behaviour, that break their lovers 

hearts—but he wont come near me—now Thave been 

five days in a complying humour—ſtill he keeps 

away—l'll be hang'd if 1 don't know what he is 
about ſoon—he ſhan't think to bring me {tom the 

land's-end to make a fool of me? Sophy Pendragon 

has more ſpirit, than he thinks of, and all the t fort 
' of thing. f . 


Exit Sophy. 


Re-enter. Fitzherbert and Belville. 


Belv. A wife heaven's laſt beſt gift—but—a-—no 
AI ſhan't marry—l have a hundred little follies to 
act before I do ſo raſh a thing. 

Fitz. But I fay you thall marry—I have ſtudied 
you from eighteen and know your character, your 
faults, and your virtues—and ſuch as you are, I have 
picked you out from all the blockheads and ſools 
about you, to take a fine girl off my hands with twen- I 
ty thouſand pounds. ; 

Belv. Tis a bribe doubtleſs - but what is the la--Wf t 
dy ?—Coquette, Prude or Vizier? | i 

itz. You may make her what you will? — treat Hh 

her with confidence, tenderneſs and reſpect, and In 
ſhe'll be an angel, be moroſe ſuſpicious, and neglect- In 

 ful——and ſhe'll be a woman; the wife's character and 
conduct, is a comment on that of a huſband. 
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Bebv. Any thing more? 

Fitz. Ves, ſhe is my ward, — the danghter of 
the only friend of my youth — entertain parental 
affection for her, and give the higheſt proof of my 
3 in transfering th the care of her happinelh, 

aſe it if you dare ! 
tv. Dare! my dear friend) tou refuſe! the 


honour you offer me. ! 61 Bate 7 


Hitz. HW w' 

Belv. To be Weir is not in 1 my power to 
wed the lady. 

Fitz, I underſtand you am 2 
ſhould have- mentioned this ſubject to you, before 
I had ' affered | it to make ſo ſtrong a feature. i in the 
picture of future happineſs. | 

Nr Would * had, that I might ink you, 

t I am mar 

Tz. Rande! where, when, how and to whom? 

Belv. Where, in France. When, about eight 
months ago —How by an Engliſh clergyman.—— 
With whom, — h! with ſuch a one ſhe's a beauty 
of the Greek kind, which the mind, more than-the 
eye yet to the eye, nothing can be more lovely 
to this? chaiming creature, add the name of Julia 
Manners, and you know my wife. 

Rep Julia Manners! Julia Manners! did you. 
ay? 

Belv. Yes, Tulia Manners —1 firſt knew her at 
the houſe of a friend at Paris, whoſe daughter was 
in the ſame Convent with herſelf l often viſited 
her at the grate, and at length by the aſſiſtance of 
mademoiſelſe Saint Oal, I prevail'd on her to give 
me her hand, but Was 1 torn from her by 
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a ſummons to Florence, where I was diſpateh'd to 
England on an affair of government. 1 
itz. (Afide.) So, fo; ſo very fine -I ſuppoſe 
you had the prudence to make yourſelf acquainted 
with the lady's family before you married her? 
Belv. Yes, her family and fortune are elegant. 
ſhe has a guardian, whoſe addreſs the ſweet obſtinate 
refus'd to give me, that ſhe might herſelf reveal to 
him our marriage, which I had reaſons however to 
_—_ her not to do, till we both arrived in Eng- 
and. | | 
Fitz, Then you have not ſeen your bride in Eng- 


land? 


Belv. Oh! no, my Julia is yet in her convent. I 
have been engag'd in preparing for her reception in 
Berkſhire, — and have written to inform her, that J 
wou'd meet her at Calais, but I fear my letters have 
miſs'd her, and ſhall therefore ſet out for Paris to 
conduct to England, the woman who muſt give the 

int to all my felicities. | | 

Fitz. And has Julia been capable of this? ungrate- 
ful girl! Is it thus ſhe rewards my cares? (afide.) 


Bel. Your filence>=your reſentment, my dear 


friend, whilſt they flatter, diſtreſs me. 

Fitz. I am indeed offended at your marriage, but 
not with you on you I had no claims. | 

Belv. 1 do not comprehend you ! 

Fitz, Perhaps not—at preſent I ſhall not explain 
myſelf. | - [gomng. 

Belv. Permit me to attend you, I am going to my 
ſtewards for my French letters, and hope to find 
amongſt them, one from my ſweet bride. [Ex 

Fitz. Spite of diſpleaſure, I can hardly conceal 


from him his happineſs ;>»yet I will, Julia muſt be 


dar 


Jut 


Ln 
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puniſn'd, —to vice and folly I am content to a 

ſevere—but ſhe ought — to have thought me fo. 
I have not deſery'd this want * . ſhe 
muſt be puniſh'd. [Exit. 


— 


Exp or The Second Acr. 
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F 
Lord Sparkle's Hoſe. 


Enter Lord Sparkle * 1 


8 8 


P OO R George and ſo thou wilt really be in a 
few days in the boſom of the Atlantic, 


Farewell green fields and ſweet groves, 
* — Chloe engag'd my fond heart.” 


Hey! for ani, wounds and riders; 

Beau. I accept of your laſt words for my omen, 
and now in the new ſpirit of Homer's heroes, I ſhou'd 
take my conge, and depart with its influence upon 
me. 

Tud S. Firſt take an office which I know muſt 
charm you, - you admire lady Bell Bloomer. 

Brau. Admire her yes by Heaven. ( with great 

warmth.) 

Lord S. No heroics, dear George no heroics— 
they are totally out, both in love and war. 

Beau. How my lord ! 

Lord S. Indifference! that's the rule; we love, hate, 
quarrel, and even fight, without ſuffering our tran- 
quillity to be incommoded nothing diſturbs, — the 


1- 


he 
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honeſt diſcernment will diſcover nothing particular i in 
the behaviour of lovers on the point of marriage, nor. 


in the married en the articles of. Fepafation>are 


preparing. 1-019 
Bean. Diſeeuſiful a *** eee of the 


energies of the heart, in this wretched tyiens' nö 


it annihilate your feelings 7 41, 5 1 fl 
Lord S. Oh no, I feel = es that I muſt 
have lady B-ll Bloomer,-and I feel curioſity to 
know her. ntiments of me, of which however, 1 
Fave very little doubt—but all my art can't make. her 
ſerious, ſhe fences admirably, and keeps me at 
the length of her foil; to you lle will be leſs on her 
ard. 
wh Me! You ſurpriſe me my lord, how can [ 
be of uſe in developing her lady ſhip's ſentiments?” 
Lord S. Why, by lifting them, when you talk of 
me fee if ſhe bluſhes, mention dome woman as one 
whom I admire, and obſerve if ſhe does not make 
ſome ſpiteful remark on her ſhape, complexion or 
conduct, provoke her to abuſe me with violence or 
to ſpeak of me with indifference In either caſes I 
have her. 
Beau. Vour inſtructions are ample my bord but! 


deo not feel myſelf equal to the embaſſy. La 


Lord S. (with pique) Your parcon, Sir,—you re- 
fuſe to oblige me. | 

Beau. I cannot refuſe,—my- obligations to your 
lordſhip, make it impoſſible. | 

Lad S. Nay, prithee, don't be ridiculous—t is 
the laſt ſervice you can do me. 

Beau. J accept it as a _—_ of your lordſhip's 
confid -nee—and I will diſchatgh it faithfully: © (a ) 
It will at leaſt give me occaſion to converſe with lady 


Bell, and to converſe with her on love; Oh! my 


14 
1 
[ 
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heart, how wilt thou contain thy ardor in the trving 
moment ? | | Isi. 


Led $. Ha, ha, ha, 1 am confirm'd in my fuſpi- 
cions— that the fellow has had the vanity to indulge a 


paſſion for lady Bell himſelf, well, ſo much the bet- 


ter the commiſſion I have given him, will ſufficient- 
1y puniſh his preſumption. 


| Enter a Servant. 
Seru. Mrs. Kitty is below my lord, Miſs Mannerv' 


woman. 


Turd S. Ah! ſend her up, ſend her up, 


n [ Exit Servant. 
I had began to give up that affair, but I think, I 
won't neither—lt will be rather a brilliant thing to 
have lady Bell for a wife, and her friend for a miſ- 


treſs—yes, it will be a point, I think Ill have the 
eclat of the thing ; | 


Enter Kitty. 


well Kitty, what intelligence from the land of in- 
trigue—what ſays the little froſt- piece, julia? | 

Kitty. Oh! nothing new my lord. She's as inſen- 
ſible as ever—lI make orations ail the day long, of 
your lordſhip's merit, goodneſs, and fondneſs, and 

Lord S. (Starting) Merit, goodneſs, and fondneſs, 
and don't you give a parentheſis to my ſobriety, and 
my neatneſs too; ha, ha, ha, you fooliſh devil—l 
thought. you knew better—tell her of my faſhion, my 
extravagance—that I play deepeſt at Whites—am 
the beſt dreſs'd at the opera—and half ryin'd myſelf 


in granting annuities to pretty girls. Goodneſs and 
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Kitty. What, my lord is ſpreading out your 
faults the way to win a fine lad Feed | 
Lord S. Faults ſhine as a chambermaid's morality, 
with a vengeance—what have all my paſt leſſons been 
thrown away upon thee, innocence ! have I not told 
thee that the governing paſſion of the female mind is 
the rage of being envied? the moſt gen'rous of 
them would like to break the hearts of half a dozen 
of their beſt friends, only by the preference given to 
themleives, and who ſo likely to procure them that 
honour, as a man, on whom the 'women have heap'd 
their favours 'till they have ruin'd him? go home 
good Kitty and con your leſſon afreſh==if you can 
pick any ſtories of extravagance and gallantry, fix 
my name to'm and repeat them to your miſtreſs. 

Kitty. Then ſhe'll tell 'm to lady Bell perhaps for a 
warning. | tt 

Lord S. For a warning, quotha my devoirs to 
lady Bell, are of a different Kind, and we underſtand 
each other. I addreſs lady Bell for a wife, becaufe 
ſhe's the faſhion—l addreſs Julia for a miſtreſs, he- 
cauſe 'tis the faſhion to have miſtreſſes from higher 
orders than ſempſtreſſes and mantua- makers. 

| Kitty. And is that your only reaſon, my lord, for 
bribing me ſo? 

Lord S. Not abſolutely I have a pique againſt 
her guardian, who, tho? he has the honour to be rela- 
ted to ine, will not ſuffer me to draw on his banker 
for a ſingle guinea, his eſtates indeed, he can't de- 
prive me of, they muſt be mine, fo as it can do no 
harm, I'll have the eclat of affronting him with ſpirit. 

Kitty. Oh, gemini! I am glad to hear that, I'd 
do any thing to plague Mr. Fitzherbert, and can go 
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on now with a ſafe conſcience z to mortify old ſout 
ſauce, would be the rareſt fun I could have. He had 
like to have loſt me my place once, becauſe he 
| mn I was een, but. will be 1950 with him 


now. 


| Emer. Servant, * 
Serv. Mr. Belville, Sir. | [Exit. 


Enter Belville. 


Lord $. My dear Belville (apart) go Kitty i that 
room. III ſpeak to you preſently. 
[Exit Kitty 


Welcome once more toythe regions of buſineſs and 
pleaſure; 

Belv. I thank you, but pray, my lord — don't 
diſmiſs the lady. | 
Lord S. The lady; ha, ha, ha, that lady fir, is a 
lady's gentlewoman, an't pleaſe you, I ſuppoſe you 
have heard I am going to marry lady Bell Bloomer--- 
we are the two moſt taſhionable people in town, and 

of courſe muſt come together. 

Belv. A clear elucidation. | 

Lord S. Now ſhe has a friend, whom I mean at 
the ſame time to take for a miſtreſs - on't that be a 


firoke—eh ? 
Belv. Your life is made up of flrokes--—every 


thing with you my lord, is a hit. 
Lord S. True, true, 1 deteſt a regular mechanical. 
mode of things—men of ſenſe have one way of get- 
ting thro' life—men of genius another. 
Belv. Doubtleſs, and the advantage lies with the 
men of genius — for to their genius are all their faults 


_ imputed —nay, their faults are conſidered. as the, 
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graceful meandrings of a mind, too etherial to be 
confn'd to the rules of common ſenſe and decorum 
—a mighty eaſy way of building reputation—ha, ha, 
ha, you are dreſs'd with infinite malice to day my 
lord ? 

Lord S. Malice! not at all—the women now-a-days, 
are neither caught by finery, er perſon—T am dreſſed 
for court—l was going to Weſtminſter, but J hear 
there is a preſentation of miſſes to-day, and I would 
not for the world, loſe the dear creatures bluſhes, on 


their firſt appearance, for faith moſt of them will 


never luſh again—will you go? 

Be. Tis too late to dreſs, and I muſt fee fifty 
people to-day, for I ſet off to-morrow for Paris, in 
ſearch of a lovely abſentee. . ; 

Lord S. Now, I never trouble my head about ab- 
ſentees; I love beauty as well as any man, but it muſt 
be in the preſent tenſe—ſhall I ſet you down any 
where? —I muſt go. 3 . 

Belu. No—but I ſes your writing table is here—if 
you'll permit me, Þ'll pen a ſhort note to Beauchamp, 
on buſineſs I had forgot this morning, and diſpatch it 
by a chairman. | J | 

Lord S. To be ſure—I pen'd a note ten minutes 
ago to my ſteward, to raiſe the poor devils rents 
upon my ſoul I pity 'em, but my tenants, or the 
miniſter muſt enable me to live in—indeed I have 
very little expectations from the latter, as they have 
now rendered votes totally independent, one man's 
weight can be of little conſequence in the ſcale— 
Adieu. | 


[2 tal Sparkle is ſpeaking Belville ſears himſelf and 


begins to write. | 


[ Exit Sparkle, finging. 
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Belv. (writing) Good morning, my compliments 
to the bluſhes. 


Enter Kitty, paſſing Belville. 


Kitty. So, fo, his lordſhip has forgot me, I nwſt 
go after him. | | 
Belv. (coming forward) That's the confidant—ſa 
pretty maid—-whoſe chattels are you? 
[throwing his arms round her, 

Kitty. My miſtreſs's fir. 

Belv. And who is your miſtreſs ? 

Kitty. A lady fir. 

Belv. And her name ? 

Kitty. That of her father, I take it. 

Belv. Upon my word your ladyſhip has a brilliant 
companion—1s ſhe as clever as you are? 

Kitty. Not quite—or ſhe woudn't keep me to 
eclipſe her. 

Belv. Brayo!—I wiſh I knew her? will you tell 
me her name ? ; | 

Kitty. Poh, what ſignifies aſking me? you know 
well enough who ſhe is—I heard you and lord Spar- 
kle talking about her—let me go—for I'm going to 
carry a meſſage to Mr. Fitzherbert. : 

Belv. Mr. Fitzherbert ! 

Kitty. Ay, her guardian. 

Belv. Her guardian, what Fitzherbert of Cam- 
bridgeſhire ? 

Kitty. Yes—and if you want to know more he's 
the croſſeſt old wretch that ever breath'd, you'll find 
him out by that deſcription, and ſo- your humble 
ſervant. | | [Exit Kitty. 

Belv. Fitzherbert's ward, and this creature her ſer- 
vant; and lord Sparkle plotting to get her for a miſ- 


g 
| 
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treſs I am aſtoniſhed - the very lady, he this morn- 
ing offered for a bride. Well, I muſt find Fitzherbert 
immediately. (putting. the paper into his preket). Lord 
Sparkle, will perhaps think me guilty of a breach of 
| honour (the imputation I muſt incur) that I may not 
| be guilty of a breach of humanity and gratitude. 
| [ Exit Belv. 


R 
Lady Bell Bloomer's. 


Enter Fitzherbert, followed by a Servant. 


a Fitz. Tel] Miſs Manners I am here I cannot per- } 
haps be (2p Servant) ſeriouſly angry with Julia 

but I muſt take ſome revenge. on her diſobedience 
come in young corniſn, pray : 


\ 
Enter Pendragon. 


P:n. What does the lady live in this fine houſe? 
Fitz. Yes, but pray obſerve, that I dont engage 
ſhe ſhall be ſmitten with you, I can go no farther, 
; than to introduce you; the reſt muſt depend upon 
the brillianey of your parts. 1 
Pen. Oh, leave me alone for that, I knew how it 
would be, if once I ſhewed myſelf in London If 
ſhe has a long purſe, I whiſk her down to Cornwall, 
jockey lord Sparkle—and have the borough myſelf. 
Hitz. A man of ſpirit I ſee——but here comes the 
lady (enter Julia) Julia my dear, Mr. Pendragon— 
Pendragon this is my ward, who, I am ſure, 
will give your addreſſes all the encouragement I wiſh 
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Pen. Servant Madam, (afide) ſhe looks plaguy 


lum. 

: Julia. (afide) I can ſcarce ſupport ayſolf 3 

Fiz. Pra my dear, ſpeak to Mr. Pendiagon 
you ſcem greatly confus'd. 

Pen. Oh, Sir, I underſtand it- young ladies will 
look confus'd, and embarraſs'd, | and all that fort of 
thing, on thoſe occaſions. 

ulla. Heavens! is it to ſuch a being I ſhou'd have 
been ſacrificed. 

Pen. I ſee your ward is one of the modeſt, diffident 
ones 1 am ſurpriſed at that bred in high 
life. | 

Fitz. Oh, now and then you find a perſon of that 
caſt, in the beſt company——but they ſoon get over 


it. 


Pen. Yes, formerly, I had uſe to bluſh, and all 
that ſort of thing, but if any one ever catches me 
non again, I'll give them my eſtate for a pil- 
chard 

Julia. Then it ſcems impoſſible - pardon me fir (40 
Fitz.) that a union can take place between you and 
me—for I place modeſty among the elegancies of 
manners, and think it abſolutely neceſſary, to the 
charact-r of a gentleman. 

Fitz. (afide) Well done Julia, how can you find to 
treat my friend with ſuch aſperity, 

Pen. Oh, leave her to me, Sir, ſhe's ignorant, but 
I ſhall teach her—there are three things raiſs, only ne- 
ceſſary to the character of a gentleman—a good ain, 


a good aſſurance, and good teeth. 


Julia. (zo Fitz.) Does not his liſt want good man- 
ners, ar ? 

Pen. Oh, no madam—if you had faid good taſte, 
jt wou'd have been nearer the thing, but even that is 
unneceſſary— a gentleman's friends can furniſh his 
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houſe, and chuſe his books, and his pictures, and he 
can learn to eriticiſe them by heart—nothing 1s ſo ea- 
ſy as to critieiſe. 

Fitz. You ſee Mr. Pendragon has information, Ju- 
lia, T'll leave you a few moments, that he may 
unfold himſelf to advantage—and'remember if 'you 
refuſe the man I have deſign'd for your huſband 
you loſe me, keep it up with ſpirit, III wait for you 
below ( aſide) now ſhall A TIS. and diſobedience 
correct each other. 

[Exit Fits. 


Pen. Now to ſtrike her with my ſuperior eaſe (afide) 
ſo, Miſs, your guardian I think has a mind that we 
ſhall-in the vulgar youu marry, and all that ſort of 
ng 

Julia. Well fir, but are you not *frighted at your 
approach to ſuch a ſtate—do-you know what belongs 
to the character of a huſband ? 

Pen. What belongs to it? aye, do you know what 
belongs to being a wife ? 

Julia. Yes, I gueſs that to your wife, will belong 
ill-humour with you at home——ſhame with you a- 
ROM her face, forc'd ſmiles, in her heart hidden 
thorns. 

Pen. The devil! what, you have found your 
tongue madam, oh, oh, I ſhall have a fine time on't 
I gueſs, when our connection begins. 

Julta. Our connection, pray fr, drop the idea; I 
proteſt to you, that were it poſſible for me to become 
your wife, I ſhould be the moſt wretched of wo- 
men. - 

Pen. Oh, no, you wou'dn' 3 ſo common, 


as wretched wives, my dear. 


Julia. Unfceling man! wou'd you preſume to en- 


ter into a ſtate, to the happineſs of which, union of 


38 | Whuch ts the Man? 


ſouls—delicacy of ſentiment, and all the elegance of 
poliſh'd manners, are neceſlary and indiſpenſible. 
Pen. What's all that,—union of ſouls, ſentiment 
and attention ?—that's not life I'm-ſure. 
Julia. Lam not able to conceive by what witch- 
craft Mr. Fitzherbert has been blinded, to the weak- 
neſs of your underitanding and the turpitude of your 
heart; tell him, Sir, there is not a ſate, I wou'd not 
prefer to that of being united to a man, whoſe vice is 


the effect of folly, and whoſe folly is as hateful, even 


as his vice. 
[Exit Julia. 


Pen. Yes, yes, I'll tell depend on't—egad ſhe's a 
ſpirit, fo much the better more pleaſure in taming 
her—a meek wife cheats a man of his right, and de- 
prives him of the pleaſure of exaQting her obedience. 
Let me ſee, vice, folly, impudence, ignorance, ha- 
tred—he ſhall have it all. 


Exit Pendragon, repeating the words. 


Re-enter Julia. 


Julia. What have I done? I date not now ſee my 
guardian, his diſpleaſure will kill me. Oh, Belville ! 
where art thou? come, quick, and ſhield thy unhap- 
py bride; what ſteps can I take, (n.) 


Enter Kitty. 


' Kitty. Dear ma'am I'm fo griev'd to fee you ſo un- 
Iippy—if I had ſuch a croſs old gentleman, I'd run 
away from him. | | | 

Julia. The very thought which that inftant pre- 
ſented itſelf to my mind. Have you not told me 
ſome relations of your's had _—_ 


— 2 


= 


Which is the Man > 39 


Kitty. Yes ma'am the moſt eleganteſt in London. 

Julia. I don't want elegant apartments, but I wifh 
for a ſhort time to be conceal'd in ſome family of re- 
putation. BY * 

Kitty. To be fure madam, tis the moſt prudent 
thing you can do. | 2 

Falia And yet my heart fails me. 

. Kitty. Oh, ma'am, don't hefitate—Pll go and pack 
up a few things, and call a coach, and be off before 
lady Bell comes from court. "4 

Julia. J fear 'tis a wrong ſtep, and yet, what elſe 
can I do ? I dare not reveal my marriage without 
the permiſſion of my huſband, and till his arrival F 
muſt avoid both a guardian's anger and the addreſſes 
of a lover, the honor of Belville would be infulted, 
ſhou'd I permit them to be repeated. (afide.) 


Exit. 


ww” 


Kitty. I know not what ſhe means, but. there is 
ſome myſtery I find - ſo there ſhou'd be—if ladies. 
had not myſteries, a chambermaid's place, wou'd be 
hardly werth keeping. - Ii. 


SCENE III. 
Clarinda's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Bell. 


L. Bell. Ha, ha, ha, my dear ereature what an 
embarras— driving ſwiftly thro' the ſtreets lady 
Whipcord, daih'd upon me in her flaming phetor 
and ſix gave a monſtrous big New- market word to 
my poor fellows, and with infinite dexterity entangled 
the traces it happened near your door, ſo I have taken 
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ſhelter with you, and left her ladyſhip to ſettle the 


_ diſpute with her coachman—ha, ha, ha, but why 


were you not at court to-day ? 

Car. I had a teazin . pray tell me 
what happened there ? Fafide ] deuce take her, ſhe looks 
as well as ever. 

L. Bell. Oh, as to court, you know its juſt the 
ſame thing over again——nothing ſo flat as the men, 
the horrid Engliſh taſte ruin them for converſation, 

ey make themſelves members of clubs, in the way 
of buſineſs, and members of parliament in the way 
of amuſement—all- their paſſions are reſerved for the 


| firſt, and all their wit for the laſt. 


Cv. Tis better in Paris. 

L. Bell. Oh, amazingly, whiiſt we aukwardly copy 
the follies of the Pariſian, we abſurdly omit the 
charming part of their character, devoted to elegance 
they catch their opinions, their wit, and bon mots 
from the mouths of the ladies; 'tis in the drawing- 


room of madam the ducheſs, the marquis learns his 


politics, whilſt the ſprightly counteſs diſpenſes taſte 
and philoſophy to a circle of biſhops, generals and 
abbes. 

Clar. All that may be juſt, yet I am miſtaken if 
you have not found one Engliſhman to reconcile to 
you the manners of the reſt—lord Sparkle for in- 
ſtance—your ladyſhip thinks I am ſure he has wit 
at will. 

L. Bell. Oh, yes, quite at will—-—his wit like his 
eſſence bottle, is a collection of all that is poignant 
in a thouſand gather'd flowers, and like thai, is moſt 
uſeful when he is moſt inſipidly vacant. 

Jar. With ſuch. ſentiments I wonder you can ſuf- 
fer his addreſſes. 

L. Bell. What can I do? the man is ſo much the 
faſhion, and I ſhall be ſo much envied, why, you 
know my dear, for inſtance, you'd be inclined to 
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ſtick a poiſon'd noſegay in my boſom, if I ſhou'd 
take him. | 

Clar. Oh, oh, ridiculous! believe me madam, I 
ſhall neither prepare a bouquet, nor invoke a fier y ſho-w= 
er to grace your nuptials. | | 

L. Bell. No your ſhowers would be tears I fancy, 
here he comes. | 

Clar. Hah! lord Sparkle! your lad ſhip's accident 
was fortunate. | 


Enter Lord Sparkle. 


Lud S. Heavens! lady Bell! why your horſes fly 
like the doves of Venus——l followed you from St. 
James's, but my poor earth-born cattle woud'at keep 

ce with yours, 

Car. Oh, don't complain if her lad-ſhip won the 
Tac”, you ſee ſhe ſtops for you at the goal. 
Lord. S. Charming Miſs Bellmour—what an en- 
ſiv'ning intimation where was your lad: ſhip on 
Thurſday you wou'd have found excellent food for 
your ſatyr at Mrs. Olio's. We had all the law ladies 
fr-m Lincolns Inn——a dozen gold velvets *:om Bi- 
ſh-»ſzate, with the wives and Jang liters of half the 
M. D's. and L. L. D's. in, town. | 

L. Bell. Oh, my entertainment was quite as good 
as you ve were in Brooke: ſtregt, at lady TL aureiPs, 
I found her ſurrounded by her lit-rati of all denom na- 
ti —maſters of art, and miſſes of ſer-nc- — n ene 
hand, an eſſayiſt, on the other, a moraliſt - there a po- 


etaſter, here a trarſlator—in that corner a ph |. her, 


in the other a compiler of magazines, tropes, epizrams, 

and ſyllogiſms, flew like ſky rock ts in every dA cti- 

on, 'till the ambition of pre- eminence lighted the 

flame of controverſy, when they gave each other the 

he literary, with infinite ſ2irit and decorum. 
| G 
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Lord S. Excellent! I'll repeat every word in a 
place where it will be remember'd and the ſatyr en- 
joyed., | 
g Ge, In that hope your lordſhip may ſafely knock, 
at every door in the ſtreet, ſatyr is welcome every 
where. $5, 

L. Bell. Yes, if it will bear a laugh—that's the 
grand art of converſation, they pretend we are fond 
of ſlanders, but rob ſcandal of its laugh, and 'twou'd 
ſoon be baniſh'd to the ſecond table for the amuſe- 
ment of the butlers and chambermaids. 


Lord S. Why then I believe half the company 


 wou'd go down ſtairs too, for they wou'd think their 


ſervants had the beſt diſh. | 


Enter a Servant with lter. 


Lord S. (Reads aſide.) Julia! aſtoniſhing, ſo fud- 
den in your movements, Mrs. Kitty ; this vulgar thing 
call'd buſineſs, is the greateſt evil in life; it breaks in 
upon our moſt brilliant hours, and is. fit only for 
younger brothers and humble couſins —Miſs Bell- 
mour, I muſt tear myſelf away. Lady Bell ſhall I 
have the honour of attending your ladyſhip to your 
carriage ? | 

L. Bell. If you pleaſe, Miſs Bellmour I muſt tear 
myſelf away—but you'll ſhine upon us to-night. 


[Exit lord Sparkle and lady Bell. 


Clar. Shine upon you at night, that I know you 
are inſolent enough to believe impoſſible, what can I 
think of her ſentiments to lord Sparkle, ſometimes I 
think its a mere attachment of vanity on both ſides--- 
that reſerv d creature Beauchamp—-but he leaves town 
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this very day, I have no opportunity of converſing - 
with him (ming) there is but one choice, going to 
viſit him, but how can 1 poſſibly do that—deuce take 
him if he had a library, one might go-look at his 
books—well, I don't care, go I will—and if I can't 
invent an excuſe I'll put a good face upon the mat- 
ter, and go without one (going) I ſhou'd expire, if 

my viſit ſhou'd be diſcover'd (returning) poh, I muſt 
riſk every thing-----to be bold is ſometimes to be 


right, 
[ Exit Clarinda. 


END or TR TalxD Acr. 


” 
G < * — * * - 
- 2 p 0 * w—_ 
” 
* 3 * * 
rr 2 — 
- — wer ng - — 


44 Which is the Man ? 7 


1 1. 
enn 1 


tn thegant Apartment at lady Bell Bloomer's. 
Enter Lady Bell and her Maid. 


Lady Bell. 


M 188 Manners gone out in a hackney coach, 
an no meilage left, 

Maid. Ne, madam. 

L. Bell. Very ſtrange. 

Maid. Mr. Beauchamp, has been waiting almoſt an 
hot in the pariour for your lad) ſhip's return, 

L. Zell Mr. B :uchamp !—here go and put ſome 
Otto of Roſes in that as al 187 Exit Maid. 
Now ſhall I admit him, or not ? this formal waiting, 
locks ſo very like formal buſineſs, poh ! I hate that. 
I ſuppoſe he has at length vanquiſhed his modeſty, 
and come to tell me that he loves me, That he could 
not leave England without breathing his ſighs at. my 
feet and all tha. - Well I think I won't hear him, yes 
I will, IL long to know the ſtile in which theſe men 
make love;—To what imprudence would my heart 
betray me—yet I may ſurely indulge myſelf in hear- 
ing him ſp:ak of love—in hearing probably for the 


| urſt time its genuine language. 


— 
— 


* 
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Enter Maid and gives a ſundtercſcf. 


Fell Mr. Beauchamp I am here. [Exit Maid] Now 
how ſhall I receive him—lIt will be prepoſterous to 
be formal-=\takes her fan and hums a tune. 


Euler Beauchamp. 


Oh, lord, Mr. Beauchamp this is the luckieft thing ! 
I have had ten diſputes to day, about the figures in 
my fan, and you ſhall decide '*em—ls that beautiful 
nymph, a flying Daphne, or an Atalanta ? 

Beau. [having looked at the fun] From the terror of 
her eye, madam, and the ſwiftneſs of her ſtep, it 
muſt be a Daphne—l think Atalanta's head would be 
more at variance with her feet, and whilſt ſhe flies, 
= eye would be invitingly turned upon her pur- 

uer. | 
I. Bell. J think you are right, yes I think there 
does want the kind inviting grace to be ſure. 

Beau. What a misfortune to a lover—l know one 
to whom your ladyſhip appears the diſdainful Daphne 
how happy could he beh 21d in your eye the encou- 
ragement of Atalanta's. 


I. Bell. Mercy! for ſo baſhful a man, that is very 


broad. [afide] | 8 

Beau. This probably is the laſt viſit I mean to 
make your ladyſhip before I leave England! will 
your lad\ſhip permit me before I leave the country, 
to acquaint you that there is a man whoſe happi- 
neſs d-pends on your favours. ; 

L. Bell. So now he's going to be round about again, 
a -A man whoſe happineſs depends on me, Mr. 
Þ:auchamp? | 3 
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5 [afide} Why did I accept a commiſſion, in which ſuc- 
75 ceſs Ne deſtroy me. 
þ L. Bell. [afide] How evidently! this is the firſt 


| time that he ever made love—the man ſeems to have 
1 choſen a very diffident advocate in you, Sir. 

Beau. Tis more than diffidence, madam, my taſk 
is painful. 

L. Bell. Aye, I thought ſo—you have taken a brief 
in 4 cauſe you don't like—l coung plead 1t better my- 
ſelf. 
Beau. I feel the reproach. 


L. Bell. Tis difficult perhaps for you to ſpeak in 


{Ml the third perſon, try in the firſt——Suppoſe, I ſay 
=. for the jeſt ſake, that you yourſelf have a paſſion for 
4 me, and then try how you can plead it. 

Bean. [kneeling] Thus then would I plead it, and 
ſwear that thou art dear to my heart as fame and ho- 
nour—to look at thee is rapture, and to love thee 
tho' without hope—felicity 

L. Bell. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring him to the 
point at laſt. [afide] 

Beau. [rifing and afide) To what diſhoneſty have 
I been betrayed thus madam {p-aks my friend, 

_ thro' my lips— tis thus he pleads his paſſion. 

L. Bell. [afide] Provoking ! what friend is this Sir, 
who is weak enough to uſe another man's language 
0 to explain his heart? 

Baan. Lord Sparkle! . | 
} | L. Bell. Lord Sparkle! was it for him you knelt 
[he bows] then Sir, I muſt inform you that the liber- 
4 ty you have taken ade] Heav'ns how de I betray 
” myleli—tell me Sir, on your honour—do you wiſh to 
* ſucceed in pleading the paſſion of lord Sparkle ? 
Beau. My obligations to his lordſhip, our relation- 
ſhip, the r he repoſed in me 


. Beau. Ves ma'am—and—and—l cannot go on 


1 
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L. Bell. Stop Sir,. —I too will repoſe confidence in 


you, and confeſs that there is a man whom I ſome- 
times ſuſpect not to be indifferent to me but do 
not tell him ſo—and tell him that that tell him 
what you will. 5 4 

Beau. Heav'ns! what does this mean — what lan- 
guage is this her eye ſpeaks [aide]. 

L. Bell. Do you viſit me this evening—here will 
be many of my friends, you ſhall then ſee me in the 
preſence of the man my heart prefers. i 

Exit Beauchamp bowing. 
Now have I done a monſtrous weak thing— Why did 
my fooliſh emotion, while I thought he was pleading 
his own paſſion, perſuade me that I was in love—— 
love! I hate the frightful thought, I proteſt I'll ſend 
and forbid his com.ng—no, I won't neither—l ſhall 
like to ſee how he behaves while under the influence 
of hope. But if I feell my heart really in danger of 
being taken in, I ſhall hate him outrageouſly. | 

[Exit L. Bell. 


„CCD 
Lord Sparkle's 
Enter Julia and Kitty. 


Jul. I am fo agitated with the raſh ſtep I have 
taken, I can hardly breath [Aren herſelf into a 
chair] Why did you confirm me in my imprudent 
reſolution. - 

Kitty. Tmprudent! I am ſure ma'am, tis very 
prudent and very right, that a young lady like you 
ſhould not be ſnubb'd, and have her inclinations 
thwarted by an — HO old uncle. 

Jul. What apartments! and the hall we came thro” 
had an air much beyond a lodging houſe-—tis all too 
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fine for my purpoſe=—1I want to be private - [al 
about 
225 Oh dear ma'am, you may be as private here 
as you pleaſe [rap] there's my couſin come home, 
I dare fay, I'll ſend her to you and then you may 
ſettle terms. : 
Exit Kitty. 
ul. I feel I have done wrong, and yet I am ſo 
diſtracted that I know not how I could have done 
otherwiſe. | 


Enter Lord Sparkle. 


Heav'ns! Lord Sparkle here | . 

Lord S. Yes my lovely Julia! here I am, and up- 
on my ſoul, if you knew the engagements I have 
broke, for this happineſs, you would be ſatisfied. 

Jul. Satisfied ! I am aſtoniſhed !——equally aſton- 
— at your being here, and at your ſtrange ad- 

reſs. „ 
Lord S. Aſtoniſned at my being here! why to be 
ſure its not uſual to find a man of faſhion in his own 
houſe——but when I heard you was in my houſe, 
how could I do leſs than fly home. 

Jul. Home! your own houſe---what can all theſe 
mean? | 

Lord S. Mean! love, gallantry, joy and ever new 


— — 


delights. 


Jul. Oh! I'm betrayed—where's my wicked ſer- 
vant. | 
Lord S, Poh ! never think of her——why all this 
flutter, my ſweet girl-— you have only changed 
guardians, and you ſhall find that being a ward 
to a young man of ſpirit and faſhion, is a very dit- 
rent thing from | 
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Ful. Oh heav'ns what will become of me. 

Lord S. Nay this is quite ridiculous after having 
fled to my houſe for protection yourſel.— l feel myſelf 
highly honoured by your confidence, and will take 
care to deſerve it. 

Jul. Why do J remain here an inſtant. 

[ goes to the door. 

Lord S. [holding her) This is downright rudeneſs, | 
but you young ladies are fo fickle in your reſolution 
but be aſſured after having choſen my houſe for an 
aſylum, I ſhall not be ſo impolitic as to ſuffer you to 
ſeek another. 

Jul. Oh! wretched artifice ! you know Sir, that 
your houſe and you, I would have tied from to the 
fartheſt corner 


Enter Beauchamp. 


Oh ! Mr. Beauchamp ! fave me, I have beak baſely 
betrayed. 

Beau. Betrayed ! miſs Manners—yes ma'am I will 
protect you at every hazard. 

Lord S. Come, none of 7 our antique virtues George, 
pray—this is a piece o buſineſs of the eighteenth 
century——you can't probably underſtand it—miſs 
Manners choſe to pay me a vilit, and. I defire you'll 
leave us. 

Ful. My lord, how dare you, thus trifle with A 
woman's honor. 

Beau. Be not alarmed madam, I will protect 

ou 
: Lord S. Poh ! ! prithee George be diſcreet—this is 
all female artifice you pop'd upon us, and this is 
a ſalve for reputation. [apart.] 
H 
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$ Beau. Pardon me my lord, in believing you in op- 
F . poſition to the evidence of this young lady's terrors 
| AI may be gwlty of irremediable error. 
be Lord S. Nay if you are ſerious—how dare you 
| break in upon my privacy. 
= * Beau. This is not a time to anſwer you my lord 
E tthe bufineſs that brought me here, I am indebted 
to, I ſhould not elſe have prevented your baſe de- 
ſigns. 
3 S. Baſe deſigns, Mr. Beauchamp. 
Beau. Yes lord Sparkle——ſhall I attend you 
home. [9 Julia. 5 | 
* Jul. Oh Sir, I dare not appear there, I fled from 
= lady Bell, when I was betrayed into his inhuman 
Power—convey me to ſome place where I may have 
ot leiſure to refleCt on my ſituation. | 
Lord S. And do you think Mr. Beauchamp, I ſhall 
put up with this ? remember Sir 
Beau. Yes my lord, that as a man it is my duty 
. to protect endangered innocence, as a ſoldier it is a 
il! point of the eſſence of my character, and whilſt I am 
mY grateful to you for the commiſſion, I have the ho- 
10 nour to bear—I will not diſgrace it, by ſuffering 
myſelf to be intimidated by your frowns. | 
; [ Exeunt Beau. and Jul. 
4 Lord S. So, fo, an ancient hero, in the houſe of 
T a modern man of faſhion-—the devil Alexander in 
i the tent of Darius, Scipio, and the fair Parthenia, the 
| fellow has not an idea, ſince the Olympaids, Oh, 
I muſt be rid of him immediately. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Mr. Pendragon and his ſiſter, my lord. 
Lord S. Who? 


rv. Mr. Pendragon and his ſiſter. 


irhich is the Man? © 5 


Lord S. Then carry them to the houſe-keeper 
room—give em Jens and plumb-cakes, and Tl 


CI ——— 


Enter Pendragon and Sophy. 


Oh, my dear miſs Pendragon you honour me but 
| am the moft unlucky man on earthl am big. 
ed upon buſineſs, of infinite conſequence, to be at 
Whitehall in five minutes. 

Pen. But firſt my lord, you muſt ſettle a little 
buſineſs here with miſs Pendragon | 

Sophy. T'll tell you Bobby, Vil ſpeak myſelf, and 
as few words are beſt—pray, my lord what do you 
mean by treating me in this manner ? 

Lord S. I thall be miſerable beyond bearing, if any 
treatment of mine has incurred your diſpleaſure. 

S7phy. Well now you talk of being miſerable you 
have ſoftened my heart at once, but pray my lord is 
it faſhionable for people on the terms that you and I 
are, to keep aſunder, never even to write; no billet, no 
bribing the maid to flip notes into my hand—why 
you don't even complain, tho tis five days fince 
you ſaw me. 

Lud S. Complain! I am ſure I have been exceed- 
mgly wretched. 

Sophy. Then why didn't you tell me fo, that's the 
very thing I en I had known you had been 
wretched, I had been happy. 

Pen. W ell, I ſee, I ſhall loſe an A 
Here I come to ch: allenge you my lord. 

Lord S. Challenge me! 

Pen. Ves, Miſs Pendragon, told me that ſhe was 
diſſatisfied then ſays I, Ill demand ſatisfaction, 
and I don't care if things had gone on a little farther, 

H 2 | 


4 


Wil! 
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for to call out a lord—lord! what a feather that 
would be in my cap—but however you are agreed. 

Sophy. Be quiet Bobby, we are not agreed —notling 
of ſettlement yet nothing of jewels. 

Led S. My dear ma' am! you are pleaſed to 
amuſe yourſelf. 

Sophy. Why my lord, theſe things muſt be all 
ſettled before hand you know. 

Lord S. Before what? 

' Sophy. Why before our marriage, my lord? 

Lord S. Marriage! 

Sophy. Hey-day! why will you pretend that you 
d:d not intend to marry me? When I can prove that 
you have courted me from twenty inſtances. 

Lord S. Indeed! 

Pen. Aye, that ſhe can—Inſtances as ſtriking as 
your lordſhip's red heels—come miſs Pendragon, 
your proofs, I'll ſupport. 

Spy. Why in the firſt place, my lord, you placed 
a noſegay in my boſom, and ſaid, Oh, I wiſh- I was 
thoſe happy roſes—the very ſpeech, Sir Harry Har- 
grove made to miſs Woodville—another time you 
faid I was a moſt bewitching and adorable girl 
exactly what colonel Finch ſaid to lady Lucy Luſtre 
—2nother time, you ſaid, how well would a coronet 
become thoſe ſhining treſſes—the very ſpeech of lord 
Roſehill to miſs Danvers——and theſe couples were 
every one married. | 

Lord S. Married! i neve {-eard of *em—who are 
they—where the devil do they live? 

Pen. Live | why in our country o be ſure. 

S-phy. No, no, Bobby, they live in the Reclaim- 
ed Rake, and Conſtant Lovers, and Sir Charles Gran- 
diſon, and Roderic Random, and 


Pen. Aye, you hear they live at Random with Sir 
Charles Grandiſon. 
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Ld S. Ha! ha, ha, you area charming little law- - 


yer faith, and might perhaps eftabliſh your proofs for 


precedents, if Sir Charles Grandiſon was on the bench 


—yet I never heard of his being made chief juſtice, 
tho' I never thought him fit for any thing elle. 

Pen. What the devil's this, what didn't you bring 
all thoſe fine proofs from faſhionable life, and are 
you ſuch a fool as not to underſtand w_ we call 
common Place. 

Sophy. Common place! 

Pen. Yes, we perſons of elegant life, uſe thefi - 
gure hyperbole— ind all that ſort of thing! : 

Sophy. Hyperbole—what then you have been mock- 
ing me, my lord. 

Lird S. Not in the la I ſhall be the happieſt 
man exiſting to—tc—afidej cgad I muſt take care of 
my phraſes—] m-an I ſhall be always and upon all 
occaſions, your moſt devoted tres humblement ſervi- 
teur—was there ever two ſuch country bumpkins. 

[Exit Lord S. 

S-phy. Oh villian, monſter, I am forſaken, and all 
Cornwall ſhall know it. 

Pen. Tin mines and all. 

S»phy. Oh! I am forſaken. 

Pen. I am glad on't with all my 33 chal- 
lenge him yet, and they won't know down in Corn- 
wall exactly the thing they'll hear that a lord fought 
about you—and all that ſort of thing, and whether 
for you or againſt you 'twill Le much the ſame. 

Sophy. But will you now challenge him really. 

Pen. Upon honor I admire the eclat of the thing, 
egad, Sophy I am glad he has forſaken you, now 
my character will be finiſhed, a man can't ſhew his 


face in company till he has ſtood a _ and fired his 


piſtol in the air. 


54 Which is the Maus? 


Sophy. In the air! if you don't fire it through 
him -- 

Pen. Oh, never fear, I'll do all that fort of thing, 
come along, III go home directlu, and practice at the 
hen coop in the yard ll fire thro! ah one end, and 
you ſhall had your Ealaſh at the other, and if I dint 


hit it, Iam no markſman. | 
[ Exit Pen. and Sophy. 


n 
Beaucnamp's Lodgings. 
Enter Julia and Beauchamp. 


Bean. I entreat your pardon for conducting you 
o my own lodging: but here madam you will be 


' fafe till you determine how to act hat are your 


commands for me ? k 

Jul. Oh, Mr. Beauchamp, I have no commands 
have no defigns—TI have been very imprudent—l 
am {till more unhappy. 

Beau. Shall I acquaint Mr. Fitzherbert ? 

Jul. It was to evade him, I left lady Bell—l have 
reaſons that make it impoſſible to ſee Mr. Fitzherbert 
now. 

Beau. Is there no other friend? 

Jul. Oh, yes, I have one triend !—was he here all 
my di fficulties would vaniſh—lt may ſeem ſtrange to 
vou Mr. Beauchamp but I expect that you believe— 


Heav'ns | here's company — [looking out tis miſs Bel- 


mour the laſt woman on earth whom I would truſt— 
where ſhall I go? 

Beau. Miſs Belmour ! very odd—but pray, be not 
un*aly, that cloſet, madam—if you will condeſcend 
— goes into the ch/et | 
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Enter Clarinda laughing. 


Ca. Ha! ha! ha —1 expect your gravity to be 
imaginably diſcompoſed at ſo hardy a viſit, but ! 
took it very ill you have not deigned to call on me 
before your departure and fo as I was paſſing * 
door, I ſtopped to enquire the cauſe. 

Beau. You do me infinite honour, madam l am 
thankful that I fail'd in my attention — ſince it has 
procured me ſo diftinguiſh'd a favour. 

Clar. Oh! your moſt obedient—you are going to 
leave England for a long while, you'll find us all, in 
different ſituations, probably on your return——your 
friend lord Sparkle for inſtance—P'm ford, that 
he's really to marry lady Ball Bloomer, but 1 don't 
believe it—do you ? | 

Beau. It is impoſſible for me, madam. 

Clar. Poh, poh ! ſuch friends as you are, 1 ſuppoſe 
—_ nothing from each other—we women can't exiſt 
without a confidant and I dare ſay, you men are full 
as communicative—not that it is any thing to me, but 
I have a prodigious regard for lady Bell | Belville be- 
tund calling Beauchamp.) Heaven and earth! how un- 
lucky L am—the niceſt creature breathing in my repu- 
tation—Pll run into this room [runs towards the cloſet 
where Julia is, and Beauchamp prevents her.] 

Beau. Pardon me madam, you can't enter there. 

Car. I muſt ! oh, the door is held. 

Beau. My dear madam, I'm — ſorry for the 
accident but ſuppoſe a friend of mine has been in a 
due], and conceal'd in that room. 

Clar. Ridiculous ? I ſaw the corner of a white ſat- 
tin hoop—is that the dreſs of your duelling friend ? 
I will go in — I will go in. 
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Enter Belville. 


Belv. So, ſo, ſo, I beg pardon—how cou'd you 
be ſo indiſcreet Beauchamp—tho' a young ſoldier 
I thought you knew enough of generalſhip to be pre- 
pared for a ſurpriſe. | 

Clar. Oh! fo he was—but not two ſurpriſes. One 
has happened alreadv, and a haſty retreat the conſe- 
quence (points to the door.) 

Beau. I entreat you madam—believe me Belville. 

Belu. A lady in the other room too! hey day !— 
Beauchamp—who would have ſuſpected 

Beau. Tis all a miſtake—the lady in the next. 
room put prithee go 

Belv. Only tell me, if you have ſeen Mr. Fitzher- 
bert, I have been ſeeking him this hour on buſineſs 
of the utmoſt importance. 

Beau. No, I have not, but about this time you'll 
find him at home. 

Belv. Enough—pray miſs Belmour, ſuffer no con- 
cern—depend upon my honour—Beauchamp—who's 
the lady in the next room ? 

Beau. Prithee begone [Julia comes out | 

Jul. Belville ! | 

Clar. the modeſt Julia! and the reſerved Beau- 
champ, ha, ha, ha, delightful ! | 

Belv. Julia! | 

Jul, Oh! Belville throw me not from you. 

Beau. Aſtoniſhing ! 

Jul. Speak to me. 

Clar. Now Mr. Beauchamp, you know the pur- 
port of my .viſit—I had heard that miſs Manners had 
been ſeen to viſit you, and not being willing to truſt 
to ſuch report, was reſolved, if poſſible, to diſcover 
the truth, 


d 
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Belv. Wretched woman! 
Jul. Barbarous ereature — Oh hear me—I conjure 
ou— 

: Belv. Hear you—no madam—and if my con- 
tempt, my hatred—my—-Oh !—-you Sir, I muſt 
ſpeak to in another place—Yet perhaps you were not 
acquainted that - what I would ſa) — the word I have 
pronounced with rapture, choaks me from this mo- 
ment farewell 
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[ Exit Belu. 


Beau. What can 1 think of al this ! 

Jul. Oh Sir! 

Beau. Permit me madam to aſk—have you long 
known Mr. Belville ? 

Jul. Ves, too long— 

Clar. Oh l- too long—aye, young ladies ſhould be 
cautious how they form acquaintanct for my part 
but you look ill, child—Well I have no hard heart, 


I can pity your weakneſs, miſs—I won't upbraid you 


now, my coach waits, ſhall I cond ict you home? 
4 Jul. Yes, to lady Bell—to lady Bell—l am very 
114— 

Clar. Adieu! Mr. Beauchamp —this has been an 
unlucky frolic, it is Wm you grave people can 
be ſo careleſs. 

| Exeunt Julia and Clar, 


— Beau. An unlucky frolic indeed and I am fo 


thoroughly confounded that I know not what udg- 
ment to form of the adventure, I always conſidered 
miſs Manners, as the pattern of delicacy and virtue 
—nor dare I now, ſpite of circumſtances think other- 
wife. 
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Enter Lord Sparkle. 


Lord S. So, ſeignor Quizotte—what, what, ſo ſoon 
loſt your prize? aye you ſee quarrelling for virtuous 
women, 1s as unprofitable as the aſſault of a wind- 
mill, have you ſeen lady Bell in my behalf ? 

Beau. Lady Bell, my lord -u hy ſure it is impoſ- 


ſible after your attempt on miſs Manners. 


Lord S. Pſhaw ! that's a ſtroke in my favour, wo- 
men like to receive the devoirs, that others of their 
ſex, have found ſo dangerous — what did you diſcover 
of lady Bell's ſentiments towards me:? | 

Beau. | mean't to have given you the intelligence 
ſoftened, but the agitation of my mind, makes it im- 
practicable—1 mult therefore inform you in one word 
—]ady Bell's choice is made and that choice has not 
Alle on your lol dſhip. 

Lerd S. Then I muſt inform you in two words, I 
am convinced that you are miſtaken—but your rea- 


, ſons, your reaſons Sir— 


Beau. Her ladyſhip furniſhed me with a deciſive 
onc— he acknowledged a pre-engagement, and add- 
ed it J viſited her this evening—I ſhovid fee her, in 
th2 preſence of the man her heart prefered. 

Lord $. Ha, ba, ha! the kindeſ. - ſofteſt meſſage 
that ever woman framed — and you like the ſheep 
loaden with the golden fleece, bear it inſenſible of its 
value—ha! ha! you can't ſee thro” the pretty arti- 
fice-? | 

Beau. No really. 

Lord S. Why, tis that I am to be there by parti- 
cular invitation, here under her own hand, I am en- 


joined not. to forget=-you'll ſee her in my preſence 
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and this was her pretty myſterious way of informing 
me, that I am the object of her choice. 
Beau. Indeed | 


Lord S. Without a doubt—but your deep people are 


the dulleſt fools at a hint—a man of half your parts 
would have ſeen it, but I am fatisfed—l ſhall go to 
her route in brilliant ſpiritz—you ſhall come and ſee 
my triumph conirm-d—come you rogue and ſee the 
lovely wido'y in the preſence of the man her heart 
prefers—poor George you muſt have been curſedly 
ſtupid not to have conceived that I was the perſon. 
[Exit lord Sparkle. 
Bean. Ves—I will come—O vanity ! I had dared to 
explain, yes I conſtrued the ſweet confuſion Oh; I 
bluſh at my own arrogance—lord Sparkle muſt be 
righ!—well this night decides—narrowly I' watch 
each tone and look to diſcover Oh! ever bleſt is he 
whom her heart prefers. | 
; [Exit Beau. 
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S N E 6k. "198 
An Apartment at Lady Bell's. 
A Table with Candles. 
: Enter Lady Bell, and Servant, 


Lady Bell 


Ax E the tables plac'd in the outer room ? 

Serv. Yes madam, all but the Pharoah table. 

L. Bell. Then carr that there too—l poſitively 
will not have a table in the drawing room, 


(Exit Servant. 


Thoſe who play don't viſit me, but the Card-tables, 
and where, or in whoſe houſe they find them, is very 
immaterial—let me ſee—for wh ſt, Sir James Jennet, 
lady Pontoo, Sir Lurch'm and lady Carmine for 
Pharoah, Mrs. Evergreen. Lord Dangle, Sir Harry, 
hey, day! ! 


Enter Clarinda and Fo, 


Clar. (ſpeaks as entering) Come "chil id, don't faint, 


you hed more cauſe for terror half an hour ago. 


L. Bell. Heavens, Julia, where have you been? 
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Car. Ay, that's a circumſtance, that perhaps you 
wou'd not have known, but for an accident——and I 
am very ſorry it fell to my lot to make the diſcovery. 

L. Bell. Speak my love. (taking Julia's hand.) 

Jul. Miſs Belmour will tell you all ſhe knows—I 
am too wretched. 

Clar. Nay as to what I know, I know very little— 
I can tell what I ſaw indeed—which, is this—having 
received intimations not quite conſonant to one's no- 


tions of decorum, I pretended a frolic, and call'd on 


Mr. Beauchamp, and there I found this lady conceal'd 
in 


L. Bell. Heavens! Julia, it's impoſſible. 

Jul. Oh, no,—'tis true indeed. 

Clar. She, ſhe ſhan't attempt to deny what I myſelf 
ſaw, other diſcoveries had like to have been made 
too—but Miſs Manners may explain them herſelf— 
for I ſee your rooms begin to fill, ſo I ſhall join the 
company—l ſhall report that your ladyſhip is a little 
indiſpefed, as an apology for your not immediately 


appearing. 


[ Exit Clarinda. 


L. Bell. Julia was you at Mr. Beauchamp's ? 

Jul. Tho' I have acted raſhly, and was indeed 
found there, I am not the guilty creature you ima- 
gine -I am married—l will no longer conceal it. 

L. Bell. Married! oh, Heavens! [throws herſelf 
into a chair, with her back to Julia.! | 

Jul. I dare not reveal it to my guardian, for that 
reaſon I fled from your houſe. 

L. Bell. (farting up) Oh! Julia, if you are mar- 
ried, what a ſerpent have I nouriſhed but forgive 
me, you knew not alas! I knew not myſelf to this 
moment. 
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Jul. My deareſt madam, do not add to my afflic- 


nase r indeed they are ſevere ! 
L. Bell. Ungenerous girl- why did es conceal 


from me your ſituation ? 


Jul. Good Heavens, is it deſtin'd that one impru- 
dent ſtep is to loſe me every bleſſing! In the agonies 
of my heart I flew to your friendſhip=and you kill 
me with reproaches. 

L. Bell. And you have kill'd me, by your want 
of confidence, Oh! Julia, had you reveal'd to me— 

Jul. How cou'd Ihen Mr. Belville yy ail'd on 
me to give him my hand. | 

L. Bell. Mr. Belville ! 

Jul. Ves, it was in Paris we were married. 

L. Bell. So, fo, what a pretty miſtake I made 
but it was a miſtake——but how came you at Beau- 
champ's, my love ? 

Jul. In n raſh flight this morning, my wicked 
maid betrayed me into lord Sparkle's houſe—there 
Mr. Beauchamp ſnatch'd me from ruin, and gave me 
a momentary aſylum in his lodgings. 

L. Bell. (exulting.) Did Beauchamp [afide] but 
what is his worth and gallantry to me, can't he do a 
right thing: but my heart muſt flutter. 

Jul. At Mr. Beauchamp's my huſband found me, 
and found me hid with ſo ſuſpicious a ſecreſy ! hah, 
here he comes—— Mr. Fitzherbert — how can ! ſee 


him ? 


: Enter Fitzherbert 


Fitz. My Jula—my dear Julia 
Jul. Oh, Sir! | 
Fitz. Come, I know all, and relieve one cauſe 


of your diftreſs, will tell you the lover 1 teaz'd, you 


with to-day, was only my agent, in the little 


— 
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pleaſant revenge, I had reſolv'd to take for your 
having married without my conſent, the very man, 
for whom all my cares deſign'd you. 

Jul. (claſping her hands) Is it poſſible ! be: 4 

Fitz. At the moment he left Paris, for Florence, 


you received my directions to return home—thus Bel- 


ville's letters miſs'd you, and he remain'd ignorant 
that you were in London. 


Jul. Sir, had you reveaPd this to me this morning, 


what evils ſhou'd I have elcap'd. . 


Fitz, My dear girl 1 decreed you a little puniſh- 


ment but your own raſhneſs has occafion'd thee a 
ſeyerer portion, than you deſerv d. 

L. Bell. But where is the bridt groom I long to 
ſee the necromancer—whole ſpells can thaw the veſ- 
tal's heart, and light up flames i in the bold regions of a 
monaſtery. 

Fitz. He is without (0 Julia) ſatisfied from the 
mouth of Beauchamp, of your conduct, and! impati- 
ent to fold his Julia to his heart. 

Jul. Oh! Sir, lead me fa him 


to find my huſ- 


band and to be forgiven by you—are felicitics too 


great. bs 
| Enter Belville. 


Bel. Oh! my dert, my charming bride I do 
not deſerve this reception ſor having for a moment 
dared to ſuſpe& the purity of your conduct. 

L. Bell. Very true — If ſhe pardons it tis more 
than you deſerve (Belv. bows.) 

Jul. Do not blame him, lady Bell, in ſuch circum- 
ſtances, he could not avoid ſuſpicion. Your in- 


junctions (zo Belv.) made it impoſſible for me to re- 
veal our marriage, and I would rather have endured 
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all the unhappineſs that has been the conſequence of 
my ſecreſy, than have diſobliged my Belville. 
1 Fitz. Ay, theſe are the ſeelings of a young wife, 
| | what pity 'tis men will not take more care to preſerve 
: 
| 


them. (aſide) 

Belv. My ſweet wife! Fitzherbert, what a gift 
You have prepared for me. 

Fitz. Ay, and take care you merit the bleſſing— 
come with lady Bell's leave, we'll retire to her li- 
brary—— This is one of the apartments devoted to 
her company. 

[ L. Bell. Pray do, but permit me to congratulate 
a you on your happineſs, which will receive a new 
g glow from the alarms you have under gone. 


* 253 —- 


„ Jul. How ſhall I bear my felicity. [Exeunt. 
_ L. Bell. What a diſcovery has Julia's marriage 
mY made to me? I have perſuaded my ſe. ray heart knew 


I no paſſion, but the deſire of conqueſt, that it knew 

38 no motive to admiration, but vanity but the 
ö ö pangs of jealouſy prov'd to me, in one moment, that 
1 | 1 all its ſenſe 1s love. 
F | 
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Another Apartment ſuperbly highted. 


Company at Cards 


Enter a Lady in great haſte. 


Lady. I proteſt I have been three hours getting 
from the top of the ſtreet to the doo I really be- 
lieve peoplè when they give routes think more of the 
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| buſtle they occalion without doors, than the company 


they have within. 

Clar. Oh!] yes, I am quite of that opinions 
noiſe and racket in the ſtreet, are frequently the plea- 
ſanteſt part of the entertainment, and to plague one's 
ſober neighbour is delightful ha, ha, ha—my next 
door friend, Mrs. Saffron, always wheels into the 
countty on my public nights, on pretence of her de- 
licate nerves, but the truth is, her rooms will hold 
but ſix card- tables, and mine thirteen. ' - © - + 

1/4. Gent. Well, I proteſt I wifh the ladies would 
baniſh cards from their aſſemblies, arid give us lome- 
thing in the ſtyle of converſationi. ; 

24 Gent. Oh no Sir Charles, that won't do on this 
ſide the Alps——we have no knack at converſation; 
ours is mere prate—we think too much to be able to 
talk good talkers never think—Sir Harry, full 
of bon mots never thinks Mr. Snapper a great 
wit, never thinks——l m am allowed to be tolera⸗ 
ble —I never think. 

Gar. Oh! that 1 believe all your friends wil cre- 
dit—hey day, here comes lord "Sparkcie's N 
nn Mr. Dendrages; 33 
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, Hur Pendragon. 


Fen. Bobbs, Miſs Belmour how do you do, I 


didn't think to ſee you Mr. Fitzherbert brought me 
here and I have been examining every face to ſee if I 
knew any body, but fine ladies are fo alike when 
they are dreſs'd that one muſt. have long uſe to 
pick out one's acquaintance red cheeks bite 
necks and ſmiling lips, crowd every-room. 

Lady. Hey, day! a natural curioſity 


Pra) Sir, 


how long have you been in the world? 


K 
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' Pen. How long? juſt twenty years, laſt Lammas. 

Lady. Poh, I don't enquire into your age, how 
long is it fince you left your native woots—was you 
ever at a route before? 1 S0 
Pen. Ay, that I was laſt week—it beat this all to 
nothing 'twas at our neighbours, the wine mer- 
chant's at his country-houſe at Kentiſh-town. 

2d Lady. Oh, Lord! I wiſh J had been of your 
part) Il ſhou'd have enjoy*d a Kentiſh-town route. 

Pen. Oh! you muſt have been pleas'd, for the 
rooms were ſo little, and the company ſo large, that 
every thing was done with one conſent——we were 
pack'd like a box of corks, and if one party mov'd, 
all the reſt; were obliged to obey the motion. 
' Lady. Oh, delightful ! Well Sir? + pl 

Pen. We had al the fat widows, notable miſſes 
and managing wives of the pariſh——ſo there was 
no ſcandal, for they were all there—at length, -the 
aſſembly broke up, ſuch clattering and ſqueezing 
down the gang-way ſtair caſe - whilſt the little foot- 
boy, bawl'd from the'paſſage—Miſs Bobbm's bon- 
net is ready Mr. Sugarplumb's lanthorn waits 
Mrs. Peppercorn's pattens don't ſtop. the way. 

Gar. Oh! you delightful creature, come with me, 
I muſt exhibit him in the next room. 


 [Exeunt Clar. and Pen. 


. Lady. Oh ſtay, take my eat ſhall liave com- 
pany next Wedneſday, and ſha] inſiſt on yours (Je- 


vera] ladies give him cards) the creature is really amu- 


ſing but hide your diminiſh'd heads ye beaus and 
witlings—for here comes lord Sparkle. 
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Enter Lord Sparkle. N 
Led S. (ſpeaks as entering. ) 1 hope the belles won't 


hide their's—for in an age, where the head is ſo large 

a part of the lady, it wou'd be difficult to diſcover 

the ſex. | 13 
Enttr Lady Bell. | 

L. Bell. (addreſſes ſeveral perſons) How d'ye de 
how d'ye do? (on each fide) you wicked qgeature, 
why did you diſappoint me laſt. r lady Wrrict, 
I have not ſeen you this age—oh! lord Sparkle, I 
have been detain'd from the company fo long by Mr, 
Fitzherbert's planning a ſcheme for your amuſement- 
L S. Inde A did not expect that attention from 
him tho' I acknowledge my obligations to your 
ladyſhip's politeneſs. 

L. Bell. (afide) That cool air of ſelf paſſion, 
fancy would be incommoded—-if you gueſſed at 
the enfertainment—have you ſeen Mr. Beauchamp? 

Lord S. For a moment—(company retrres) but char- 


ming (taking her hand) but I ſhall make you expire 


with laughing—I really believe the poor fellow ex- 
plain'd your meſſage in his oun favour, ha, ha, ha. 
L. Bell. Ridiculous! ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Beauchamp. 


Beau. Ha, tis true—they are retir'd and enjoying 

the privacy of lovers. | F 

L. Bell. See, there he is—-I long to have a little 

badinage on the ſubject—let us teaze him. | 
K 2 9 . 
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Lord S. Oh! nothing can be more delightful—hi- 
ther {ighing ſhepherd haſte—come Beauchamp take 
one laſt, one languiſhing look—ſhan't he lady Bell? 
L. Bell. Doubtleſs, if he has your ns; 5 


leave. 
Lird S. He ſeems aſtoniſh'd ha, ha, ha, nay it is 


crtuel if the poor youth has the misfortune to be 


ſtricken, you know he can't reſiſt fate —Ixion ſigh'd 
for Juno. 

L. Bell. Ves, and he was Rd too—what 

puniſhment Mr. Beauchamp, ſhall we decree to 
you ? | 
Bear. Im aftoniſh'd—was it for this your ladyſhip 
commanded me to attend you? 

L. Bell. How did | command you—do you remem- 
ber the words? 

Beau. I do, madam—you told n+ I ſhou'd fee 
wm this evening in the aero Sy the man your 
eart prefers. 

L. Bell. Well Sir—now do you ſee me in the pre- 
ſence of the man my heart prefers. 

Lord S. Oh! the ſweet confuſion of the ſweet con- 
ſeſſion (kiſſing her hand). 

Beau. (afide) *Sdeath—this oſtentation of felicity, 
madam, is ungenerous, ſince you know my heart— 
tis unworthy you, but I thank you for it—l have a 
pang the leſs going. \ 

L. Bell. Hold, Sir! are you going? 

Beau. This inſtant, madam— l came in obedience 
to your commande but my chaiſe is at the door, and 
before your gay aſſembly breaks up, I. ſhall be far 
from London, and in a day or two from England, I 
probably now ſee your ladyſhip for ie ay time 
Going.) 


L. Bell. Stay, Mr. Beauchamp. 
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Lord S. Aye, prithee ſtay—l believe lady Bell has 
2 mind to make you her conjugal father. 

Beau. I forgive you my lord —exceſs of happineſs, 
frequently '6verflows into violence, and it is the pri- 
vilegs of felicity to be unfeeling. But how, madam, 
has that humble' paſſion which has conſumed my life, 
render'd me ſo hateful to you, as to prompt you to 
this barbarity? I have not inſulted you with my 
love, I have ſcarcely dared whiſper" it to myſelf—— 
how then have I deſerved— 

L. Bell. Oh, merey ! don't be fo glare a1 
not inſenſible of your metit—nor have J beheld your 
paſſion with diſdain — but what can I do lord Spar- 
kle? | 
Lord S. My deareſt lady Bell, you juſtify my 1 ideas. 
of your diſcernmetit, and thus rer I thank Jou 
for the diſting "hed honor. | 


* 
Enter ey running. © 


S-phy. Oh! you falſe hard hearted man ö | 

Lord S. F ftarting up] Hey-day—— © | 

$7phy. Don't believe a word he ſays for all you are 
2 fine lady—he'll tell you of happineſs, and miſery, 
and this and that and the other but tis all common- 
place, and hyperbole and all that ſort of thing. 

L. Bell. Indeed! what has this young lady claims 
on your lordfhip ? 

Lid §. Claims, ha! ha! fure your lady yſhip c can 
anſwer that at a ſingle glanee—Claims! ro ha ! Is 
it my fault that a little ruſtic does not underſtand the 
language of the day—compliments are the current. 
coin of converfation and .*tis every one's buſineſs to 
underſtand their value. 
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Ener Pendragon. 


Pen. True my lord, true—and what was the value 
of the compliment, when you told me that I ſhould 
make a figure in the guards, and that you would 
ſpeak. to a great friend to make me a colonel. 

Lord S. Value, why it has got me a hundred extra 
votes, and, you are now' a little ungrateful wretch to' 


, 
* 


pretend it was worth nothing. 


' 


F Enter Fitzherbert leading Julia. 


Fi/z. But here lord Sparkle, is a lady who claims 
a right on a different foundation! (he had no election 
intereſt to provoke your flatteries—yet you have not 
ſcrupled to profeſs love to her, whilſt nnder the roof 
of her friend, whoſe hand you was folic.ung in marri- 
age. 
| 87% Yes, I intreat your ladyſhip not to fancy that 
you are to break the hearts of half our ſex, by bind- 


ing lord Sparkle—in the adamantine chains of matri- 


mony—l boaſt an equal right with you—and don't 
flatter yourſelf I ſhall reſign him. 

Lord S. Mere malice, lady Bell—Fitz. malice— 
I never had a thought of miſs Manners in my life. 


Enter Belville. 


Belv. What my lord! and have you dared talk 
of love to that lady, without a ſerious thought. 
Tord S. Hey day! what right have you? 
Belv. Oh! very trifling—only the right of a huſ- 
band=the lady fo honor'd with your love making 
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in jet, is my wife —in courſe all obligations to/ her, 
devolve upon me. 

Lord S. Vour wife my dear Belvile—1 Bre 
you joy, with all my ſoul; you ſee tis always danger- 
ous to keep ſecrets from your friends. But is any bo- 
dy elſe coming, (looking cho the door) have I any new 
crimes to be accuſed of—any more witneſſes coming 
to the bar? 5 

Bel. No, but 1 am a „und in a new abuſe." and 
accuſe you with . the mind of my friend Beau- 
champ, with a ſenſe of obligations, yo had neither 
ſpirit, nor juſtice to confer. 

L. Bell. A commiſſion my lord, which was ſent 
Mr. Beauchamp, under a blank cover, by one, who 
cou'd not bear to ſee his noble Pitt, dependant on 
your caprices. 


Belv. And when his ſentiments pointed out your 


lordſhip as his benefactor, you accepted the honor, 
and have laid heavy taxes on his gratituſe. 

Lord F. Well, and what is there in all that? Beau- 
champ did-not know to whom he was obliged, and 
wou'dn't it been a moſt unchriſtian thing, to let a 
good action run about the world belonging to nobedy 
l found it a ſtray'd orphan, and fo father'd it 
but you Fitzherbert, I ſee, 'is the lawful owner of 
the brat ſo prithee take it back and thank me for 
the patronage. 

Fitz, Your affected pleaſantry, Jord Sparkle; may 


ſhield you from reſentment, but it will not from c con- 


tempt your effrontery. 
Lord S. Effrontery! prithee make aiſtinetons- 
what in certain lines would be effrontery, in me is on- 


ly the faſhion, that delightful thing, which enables 


me at this moment to ſtand ſerene, amidſt your medi- 
tated ſtorm come my dear lad) Bell, let us leave 


| 
| 
| 
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theſe good gentry, and loſe ourſelves amidſt the de- 
lights of faſhion and the charms of bon ton. 


L. Bell. Pardon me my lord, as caprice is abſolute- 
ly neceſſary to the character of a fine lady, you will 
not be ſurpriſed if I give you an inſtance of it now, 
and ſpite of your elegance, your faſhion, and your 
wit, preſent my hand to this poor ſoldier— ho boaſts 
only worth, ſpirit, honour and love. 

Beau. Have a care madam, feelings like mine, are 
not to be trifled with—once already the hopes you 
have inſpired 

L. Bell. The hour of trifling is paſt—and ſurely 
it cannot appear extraordinary, that I ſhou'd. — 
the internal worth of an uncorrupted heart, to the 
outward poliſh of a mind, too feeble to ſupport itſelf 
againſt vice, in the ſeductive forms of faſhionable 


diſſipation. 


Lord S. Hey, day, what is your lady hip in the 
plot? | 
_ Fitz. The plot has been deeper laid than you, my 
lord, have been able to conceive, as I have the miſ- 
fortune to be related to you, I thought ĩt my duty to 
watch over your conduct l have ſeen your plans 


which generally tended to your confuſion and diſ- 


grace, many of. them have been defeated though 
you know not by what means but what fate does 
your lordſhip deſign for thoſe decoyed by you, from 
their natural ignorance and home:? 
Sophy.. Aye, what is to become of Bobby and me? 
Lord S. Let them return io both as tak as they 
. 
Pen. No, no, hang me if I do that —1 3 life, 
and life I'll  have—Hyde-park—-plays—operas-—- 
routes - but old gentleman, you promis'd to do ſome- 


_ thing for me—what think you of a commiſhon?—the 
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eaptain there can't want his, now ſuppoſe you turn if 
over to me ? 

Fitz. No young man, you ſhall be taken care of, 
but tho' the requiſites of a ſoldier are not thoſe of 
impertinence and aſſurance—--intrepid ſpirit 
nice honor—generofity and underſtanding, all unite 
to form him——it is theſe will make a Britiſh ſoldier 
once again the fiiſt h Her in Europe it is ſuch 
ſoldiers that muſt mk England once again invinct- 
ble. | 

Sophy. Well, Bobby may do as he will—PlI go back 
to Cornwall directly warn all my neighbours to 
take ſpecial care hoy they truſt to a lord's promiſe at 
an election again. | 

Lord S. Well, great attempts and great failings 
mark the man of ſpir't—there is an eclat even in my 
Apart ment to-nic':4, and I am ready for a freſh 
fet of adventures to-merrovw, 


\ 


Fitz. Incorrigible man | hat I have done with you; 


Beauchamp has anſwer u my hopes, and the dif- 


cernment of this cha n woman in rewarding 
him, merits the happin- ttt awaits her—and that 


1 may give the fulleſ® on to her choice, I de- 


clare him heir to my this I know is a ſtroke: 
which your lordſhip c 001 xpecta great part of 
your ill conduct has been owing to your not ſuſpect- 
ing that the intail was in my power. 

Lord S. (ajide) Tha is admirable ! but J muſt in- 
form you, that I this morning ſettled the terms of a 
poſt obit on my expected eſtate, ſo I have made 
you ſerve me in ſpite of yourſelf that is a ſtroke 
you did not expect. - 

Fitz. Aye, but thoſe terms will never be conclu- 
ded, as the parties have been with me, to know the 
grounds of your pretences. TIM 
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Lord S. The devil! that's unlucky to be ſure, but 
even that ſhall not diſturb the natural tranquillity of 
my temper. | 
Beau. And was it then to you Sir—the tumults of 
my gratitude (attempts to kneel) 
Fitz. (reftratning him) Your conduct has completely 
rewarded me —and in adopting you 
L. Bell. ] proteſt againſt that, our union will now 
appear a prudent ſober buſineſs and I loſe the cre- 
dit of having done a mad {nng--for the folze of the 
man my heart prefers. 
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5 Titz. To you I reſign hm with pleaſure, his fate 
{88 is in good hands. 5 
iſ i Z. Bell. Then he ſhall com ue a 1 dier, one of 
4 thoſe, whom love, and his country detain, to guad 
8 \ N her deareſt, laſt poſſeſſions. 
wolf Beau. Love and my Counts 1 yes, ye ſhall divide. 
4 my heart! — Animated by {uh paſſio ad ur fore- 
. fathers were invincible, a if we wou'd pre ſerve the 
ſteedom and independem © | '*) obtain'd tor us, we 
muſt emulate their virtue 
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